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Ocra via, Antony's Wife. 
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SCENE, the Temple of Iſis. 
Enter Serapion and Myris, Prieſts of Ihis. 


Cer, | roger and prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 
That they have laſt their name: Our fruitful Nile 
Flow'd e're the wonted ſeaſon, with a torrent | 
So unexpected, and ſo wond'rous fierce, 
That the wild deluge overtook the haſte 
Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it. Men and beafts 
Were borne above the tops of trees, that grew 
On th' utmoſt margin of the water-mark ; 
Then with ſo ſwift an ebb the flood drove backward, 
It ſlipt from underneath the ſcaly herd. 
Here monſtrous Phocæ panted on the ſhore : 
Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad tails, 
Lay laſhing the departing Waves. Hard by 'em, 
Sea-Horſes flound'ring in the ſlimy mud, 
Toſs'd up their heads, and daſh'd the ouze about em. 
Enter Alexas behind them. 
Myr. Avert theſe Omens, heav*n ! (one, 
Serap. Laſt night, between the hours of twelve and 
In a long Iſle o rn I walk'd, 
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4 ALL for LOVE: Or, 
A whirl-wind roſe, that with a violent blaſt 
Shook all the Dome : The doors around me clapt, 
The ron wicket that defends the vault, - | 
Where the long race of Ptolemies is laid, 

Burſt open, and diſclos'd the mighty dead. 

From out each monument, in order plac'd, 

An armed ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King laſt 
Rear'd his inglorious head. A of groans 

Then follow'd, and a lamentable voice 

Cry'd, Ægypt is no more. My blood ran back, 
My ſhaking knees againſt each other knock'd, 

On the cold-pavement, down. I fell intranc'd, 

And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid ſcene. (the ſtory, 
Alexas ſheww- _ dream'd you this? or, did invent 
ing himſelf. o frighten our Ægyptian boys withal, 
And _ 'em up by — in fear of Prieſthood ? 

Serap. My lord, I ſaw you not, 

Nor meant my words ſhould reach yourears ; but what 
I utter'd was moſt true. 
Alex. A fooliſh dream, -- 
Bred from the fumes of indigeſted feaſts, 
And holy luxury. | | 
Serap. I know my duty: 
This goes no farther. | 

Alex. "Tis not fit it ſhould. 

Nor would the times nom bear it, were it true. 
All ſouthern, from yon hills, the Reman camp 
Hangs o er us black and threat'ning, like a ſtorm 
* — - our heads. 5 

erap. Our faint Agprian, pray vtony; 
But in kei ſervile — ro — 45 Oct avius. 

Mr. Why then does Antony dream out his hours, 
And tempts not fortune for a noble day, 
Which might redeem what A#ium hath loſt ? 

Alex. He thinks tis paſt recovery. 

Serap. Yet the Foe | 
Seems not to preſs the Siege. 

Alex. O, there's the wonder. 

Mzcenas and Agrippa, who can molt 

With Cz/ar, are his Foes. His wife Ocavia, 
Driven from his houſe, ſollicits her revenge: 
And Do/abella, who was once his friend, 
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Upon ſome private grudge, now ſeeks his ryin, 
vet {till war ſeems on either fide to _ 
Scrap. Tis ſtrange that Antony, for ſome days paſt, 
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra; 
But here, in / temple, lives retir'd, 
And makes his heart a prey to black deſpair. 
Alex, "Tis true: and we much fear he hopes by ab- 
To cure his mind of love. (ſence 
_ If he be Wn 
Or make his peace, pt is doom'd to be 
A Roman Province : and our plenteous Harveſt 
Muſt then redeem the ſcarceneſs of their ſoil, 
While Antony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome, Dominion's other ſeat, 
And Fortune ftriding, like a vaſt Co/o/us, 
Cou'd fix an equal foot of empire here, 
Alex. Had I my wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature, 
Who lord it o'er mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh 
Fach by the other's ſword ; but, ſince our will 
Is lamely follow'd by our pow'r, we muſt 
Depend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 
Serap. How ſtands the Queen affected? 
Alex. O, ſhe dotes, 
She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd man, 
And winds her ſelf about his mighty ruins. 
Whom would ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up, 
This hunted prey, to his purſuers hands, 
She might preſerve us all: but tis in vain 
This changes my deſigns, this blaſts my counſels, 
And makes me uſe all means to keep him here, 
Whom I could wiſh divided from her arms 
Far as the earth's deep centre. Well you know 
The ſtate of things; no more of your ill Omens, 
And black prognoſtics; labour to confirm 
The people's hearts. 
Enter Ventidius, talking afide with @_ Gentleman of 
| Antony's. 
Serap. Theſe Romans will o'er-hear us. 
But who's that ſtranger ? By his warlike port, 
His fierce demeanor, and erected look, 
He's of no vulgar note. 
Alex. O tis Ventimus, 
: A3 
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Our Emp'ror's great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, 

Who firſt ſhew'd Rome, that Parthia could be con. 

When Antony return'd from Syria laſt, (quer'd ; 

He left this man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
$-rap. You ſeem to know him well. 

Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Cilicia firſt, 

When Cleopatra there met Antony : 

A mortal foe he was to us, and Ag.. 

But, let me witneſs to the worth I hate ; 

A braver N:mon never drew a (word, | 
Firm to his prince ; but as a friend, not ſlave, 

He ne'er was of his pleaſures ; bat preſides | 
O'er all his cooler hours and morning counſels, 

In ſhort, the plainneſs, Ferceneſs, ru ged virtue 

Of an old true ſtampt Reman lives in him. 

His coming bodes I know not what of ill 

To our affairs, withdraw to mark him better, 

And I'll acquaint you, why I ſought you here, 

And what's our preſent work. 

They withdraw to a corner of the Stage, and Venti- 

dius, with the other, comes forwards to the front, 

Vent. Not ſee him, ſay you? 

I fay, I muſt and will. 

Gent. He has commanded, 

On pain of death, none ſhould approach his preſence. 
ent. T bring him news will raiſe his drooping Spiri. 
Give him new life. 

Gent. He ſees not Clopatra. 

Vent. Would he had never ſeen her. 

Gent, He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but thought ; or, if he talks, 

"Tis to himſelf, and then 'tis perfect raving: 

Then he defies the world, and bids it n 
Sometimes he gnaws his lip, and curſes loud 
The Boy Ofawius : Then he draws his mouth 
Into a ſcornful ſmile, and cries, Take all, 

The world's worth my care. 

Vent. juſt, juſt his nature. r 
Virtue's his path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
For his vaſt ſoul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds into a vice that bears him far 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges him in ills. 


ere 
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But, when his danger makes him find his fault, 
Quick'to obſerve, and full of ſharp remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own miſdeeds, 
Judging himſelf with malice to himſelf, 
And not forgiving what as man he did, 
Becauſe his other parts are more than man. 
He muſt not thus be loſt. 
(Alexas and the Prieft come ferward. 

Alex. You have your full inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your orders loudly, 

Serap. Romans, M gyptians, hear the Queen's com- 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let labour ceaſe, (mand 
To pomp and triumphs give this happy day, 

That gave the world a lord : "Tis Antony's. 
Live Antony ; and Cleopatra live, 

Be this the general voice ſent up to heav'n, 

And every publick place repeat this echo, 

Vent. afide. ) Fine pageantry ! | 

Scrap. Set out before your doors 
The Images of all your ſleeping fathers, 

With laurels crown'd ; with laurels wreath your poſts, 
And ſtre with flow'rs the pavement ; Let the Prieſts 
Do preſent ſacrifice ; pour out the wine, 

And call the gods to join with you in gladneſs. 

Vent. Curſe on the tongue that bids this general joy; 
Can they be friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antony's in danger? Hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your great dſires Images, 
For fear their ſouls ſhould animate their marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate progeny. : 

Alex. A love, which knows no bounds to Antony, 
Would mark the day with honours ; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious ſtar 
Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour, 

And ſhed his better influence. Her own birth- day 
Our queen neglected, like a vulgar fate, 
That paſs'd obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had ſlept, 

Divided far from his ; 'till ſome remote 
And future age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other prince not him. 

Alex. Your emperor, 
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Our Emp'ror's great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, 
Who firſt ſhew'd Rome, that Parthia could be con- 
When Antony return'd from Syria laſt, (quer'd ; 
He left this man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Cilicia firſt, 
When Cleopatra there met Antony : 
A mortal foe he was to us, and Apt. 
But, let me witneſs to the worth I hate ; 
A braver R:mon never drew a ſword. | 
Firm to his prince ; but as a friend, not ſlave, 
He ne'er was of his pleaſures ; but preſides 
O'er all his cooler hours and morning counſels, 
In ſhort, the plainneſs, Ferceneſs, rugged virtue 
Of an old true ſtampt Reman lives in him. 
His coming bodes I know not what of ill 
To our affairs, withdraw to mark him better, 
And I'll acquaint you, why I ſought you here, 
And what's our preſent work. 
They withdraw to a corner of the Stage, and Venti- 
dius, with the other, comes forwards to the front, 
Vent. Not ſee him, ſay you? 
I fay, I muſt and will. 
Gent. He has commanded, 
On 5 2h of death, none ſhould approach his preſence. 
ent. T bring him news will raiſe his droopipg Spiri 
Give him new life. | 
Cent. He ſees not Clopatra. 
Vent. Would he had never ſeen her. 
Gent. He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but thought ; or, if he talks, 
"Fs to himſelf, and then 'tis perfect raving: 
Then he defies the world, and bids it Foe 
Sometimes he gnaws his lip, and curſes loud 
The Boy Ofawius : Then he draws his mouth 
Into a ſcornful ſmile, and cries, Take all, 
Ihe world's gi, worth my care. 
Vent. Juit,” juſt his nature. | | 
Virtue's his path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
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For his vaſt ſoul ; and then he ſtarts out wide, 


And bounds into a vice that bears him far | 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges him in ills. But, 
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But, when his danger makes him find his fault, 
Quick'to obſerve, and full of ſharp remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own miſdeeds, 
Judging himſelf with malice to himſelf, 
And not forgiving what as man he did, 
Becauſe his other parts are more than man. 
He muſt not thus be loſt, 
(Alexas and the Prieft come ferward,. 

Alex. You have your full inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your orders loudly, 

Serap. Romans, Aigyptians, hear the Queen's com- 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let labour ceaſe, (mand 
To pomp and triumphs give this happy day, 

That gave the world a lord : "Tis Antony's. 
Live Antony; and Cleopatra live. 

Be this the general voice ſent up to heav'n, 

And every 1 place repeat this echo. 

Vent. aſide.) Fine pageantry |! | 

Serap. Set out before your doors 
The Images of all your ſleeping fathers, 

With laurels crown'd ; with laurels wreath your poſts, 
And ſtre with flow'rs the pavement ; Let the Prieſts 
Do preſent ſacrifice ; pour out the wine, 

And call the gods to join with you in gladneſs. 

Vent. Curſe on the tongue that bids this general joy; 
Can they be friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antony's in danger? Hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your great grandſires Images, 
For fear their ſouls ſhould animate their marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate progeny. 

Alex. A love, which knows no bounds to Antony, 
Would mark the day with honours ; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious ſtar 
Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour, 

And ſhed his better influence. Herown birth-day 
Our queen neglected, like a vulgar fate, 
That paſs'd obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had ſlept, 

Divided far from his; till ſome remote 
And future age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other prince not him. 

Alex. Your emperor, 
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Though grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
I' upbraid my Queen for loving him too well. 
Vent. Does the mute ſacrifice upbraid the prieſt ? 
He knows him not his executioner. 
O, ſhe has deck'd his ruin with her love, 
Led him in golden bands to gaudy mm 
And made perdition pleaſing : She has left him 
The blank of what he was. | 
I tell thee, Eunuch, -ſhe has quite unmann'd him; 
Can * Roman ſee, and know him now, | 
Thus alter'd from the lord of half mankind, 
Unbent, unſinew'd, made a woman's toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt extent of all his honours, 
And crampt within a corner of the world ? 
O, Antony! 
Thou braveſt ſoldier, and thou beſt of friends 
Bounteous as nature; next to nature s god! (give em, 
Couldſt thou but make new worlds, ſo wouldſt thou 
As bounty were thy being. Rough in battle, 
As the firſt Romans, when they went to war; 
Yet, after victory, more pitiful 
han all their praying virgins left at home ! 
Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining 
His truth to her who loves him. (virtucs, 
Vent. Would I could not. 
But, wherefore waſte I precious hours with thee ? 
Thou art her darling miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Antony's other Fate, Go, tell thy queen, 
Ventidius is arriv'd, to end her charms. 
Let your Agytian timbrels play alone; 
Nor mix effeminate ſounds with Roman trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Antony, go pray, 
And keep your cowards-holy-day in temples. 
(Exeunt Alex. Serap. 
Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Antony. 
2. Gent! The emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of death, that none preſume to ſtay. 
1. Gent. I dare not diſobey him. 


Vent. Well, I dare. : 
But, I'll obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 


* 
. 


Which 


(Going out with the other. 
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Which way his humour drives : the reſt I'll venture 
(Withdraws: 
Enter Antony, ns with a diſturb'd motion, before 
e ſpeaks. 
Anto. They tell me tis my birth-day, and I'll keep it 
With double pomp of ſadneſs ; 
'Tis what the day deſerves, which gave me breath. 
Why was I rais'd the meteor of the world, 
Hung in the ſkies, and blazing as I travell'd, 


Till all my fires were ſpent? and then caſt downward 


To be trod out by Cz/ar ? 
Ven. On my ſoul, ( Afide. 
"Tis mournful, wond'rous mournful ! 

Anto. Count thy gains. 
| Now, Antony, would'ſt thou be born for this? 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth | 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting age. 

Vent. How ſorrow 1 him! (All.. 
So, now the tempeſt tears him up by th' roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 
(Anto. Having thrown himſelf down.) 

Lie there, thou ſhadow of an emperor ; | 
The place thou preſſeſt on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire now: now it contains thee, 
Some few days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in the narrow urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold aſhes ; then OXawia, 
{For Cleopatra will not live to ſee it) 
OXawia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in ber widow'd hand to Cæſar. 
Cæſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his rival of the univerſe | 
Lye ſtill and peaceful there. I'll think no more on't. 

Anto. Give me ſome muſick ; look that it be ſad: 
I'll footh my melancholy till I ſwell, 
And burſt my ſelf with fighing [Soft Muſick. 
"Tis ſome what to my humour. Stay, I fancy 
I'm now turn'd wild, a commoner of nature, 
of all forſaken and forſaking all; 
Live in a ſhady foreſt's ſylvan ſcene, 
Stretch'd at my length beneath ſome blaſted oak, 
I lean my head upon the moſly bark, 
As And 
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And look juſt of a piece, as I grew from it: 
My »ncomb'd locks, matted ike Mi/toe, 
Hang o'er my hoary face; a murm'ring brook 
F uns at my foot. 
Ven-. Methinks I alſo fancy 
My ſelf there too. 
Anto. I he herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their fellow-citizen. 
More of this image, more; it lulls my thoughts. 


(Soft Mufick again. 


Vent. I muſt diſturb him; I can hold no longer. 


(Stands before him, 


Anto. flarting up.] Art thou Ventidius? 
x Vent. Are you Antony ? 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him 
I left you laſt. 
Anto. I'm angry. 
Vent. Soaml. 
Anto. I would be private: leave me. 
Fent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you, 
Anto. Will not leave me ? 
Where have you learnt that anſwer ? who am I? 
Vent. My emperor ; the man I love next heav'n ; 
If I faid more I think *twere ſcarce a fin ; 
Ware all that's good and God-like. 
Anto. All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then ? 
Vent. Iwas too Nr 
To ſay I would not; but I dare not leave you. 
And *tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 
Anto. Now thou haſt {een me, art thou ſatisfy'd ? 
For if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough; 


And if a foe, too much. (dew : 
Vent. weeping.) Look, emperor ! this is no common 


I have not wept this forty years ; but now 
My mother comes afreſh into my eyes ; 


I cannot help her ſoftneſs. (weeps ! 
3 he weeps, poor good cid man, he 


Ante. By 
The big round drops courſe one another down 


"I. 


The furrows of his cheeks. Stop em, Ventidius, 
Or I ſhall bluſh to death: they ſet my ſhame, 
That caus'd 'em, full before me. 

Vent. I'll do my beſt. 

Anto. Sure there's contagion in the tears of friends. 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine Nay, father. 

Vent. Emperor. 

Ant. Emperor! why, that's the ſtile of vi ry. 
The conquering ſoldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his general ſo ; but never more 
Shall that ſound reach my ears. 

Vent. 1 warrant you. 

Auto. Aﬀtium, Aftium ! 0h —— 

Vent. It fits too near you. 

Arto. Here, here it lies; a lump of lead by day, 
And in my ſhort diſtracted nightly ſlumbers, 

The hag that rides my dreams 
ent. Out with it; give it vent. 

Auto. Urge not my ſhame. 
loſt a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. (think ſt; 

Anto. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thou 
For Julius fought it out, and loſt it fairly: 

But Antony — 

Vent. Nay, ſtop not. 

Anto. Antony 
[Well, thou wilt have it,) like a coward fled, 

Fled while his ſoldiers fought ; fled firſt, Ventidins, 
Thou long'ſt to curſe me, and I give thee leave. 
I know thou com'ſ prepar'd to rail. 
Vent. I did. 
Anto, I'll help thee--I have been a man, Yer:idius. 
Vent. Yes, and a brave one; but 
Anto. I know thy meaning. 
But I have loſt my reaſon, have diſgrac'd 
The name of ſoldier with inglorious eaſe, 
In the full vintage of my flowing honours 
dat ſtili, and ſaw it preſs'd by other hands. 
Fortune came ſmiling to my youth, and woo'd it, 
And purple 1 met my ripen'd years. 
hen firſt I came to empire, I was borne 
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On tides of le, crowding to my triumphs ; 
The wiſh 2 — and — willing — 
Receiv'd me as its pledge of future peace. 
I was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 
Fate could not ruin me, till I took pains 
And work'd againſt my fortune ; chid her from me 
And turn'd her looſe : yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs days, and my luxurious 11 
At length have weary'd her, and now ſhe's gone, 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, ſoldier, 
To curſe this madman, this induſtrious fool, 
Who labour'd to be wretched : prithee curſe me. 

Vent. No. 

Anto. Why? 

Vent. Vou are too ſenſible already 
Of what y ave done, too. conſcious of your failings, 
And, like à ſcorpion, whipt by others firſt 
To fury, ſting your ſelf in mad revenge. 
I would bring balm and pour it in your wounds, 
Cure your diſtemper'd mind, and heal your fortunes. 

Anto. I know thou would'ſt, 

Vent. I will. 

Anto. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Vent. You laugh. 

Anto. I do, to ſee officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 

Vent. You would be loft then? 

Anto. I am. ' 

Vent. Ifay, you are not. Try your fortune, (rate, 

Anto. I have toth' utmoſt. Doſt thou think me deſpe- 
Without juſt cauſe ? no, when I found all loſt 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the world, 
And learnt to ſcorn it bere : which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coft of keeping. 

Vent. Czſar thinks not ſo. 
He'll thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Ty, would you! Do, 
Hold out your throat to Cz/ar, and die tamely. 

Auto. No, I can kill my ſelf; and fo reſolve. 

Fent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve ; 
But fortune calls upon us now to live, 


To 
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To fight, to conquer. | 
Anto. Sure thou dream'ſt, Ventidius. 

Vent. No, 'tis you dream, you ſleep away your hours 
In deſperate ſloth, miſcali'd Philoſophy. 
Up, up, for honour's ſake, twelve — wait you, 
And long to call you chief: by painful journies, 

F led em patient both of heat and hunger, 

Down from the Parthian marches, to the Nie. 

Twill do you good to ſee their Sun-burnt faces, 

Their ſcar'd cheeks and chopt hands; there's virtue in 

They'll ſell thoſe mangled limbs at dearer rates, ('em ; 

'Than yon trim bands can buy. 

Auto. Where left you them? 

Vent. I ſaid, in lower Syria. 

Anto. Bring 'em hither ; 

There may be life in theſe, | 
Vent. They will not come. (promis'd aids 
Arto. Why did'ſt thou mock my hopes with 

To double my deſpair ? They're mutinous, 

Vent. Moſt firm and loyal. 

Anto,. Yet they will not march 
To ſuccour me, Oh trifler ! 

Vent. They petition 
You would make haſte to head em. 

Anto. I'm beſieg d. 

Vent. There's but one way ſhut up: how came I hi- 

Anto. J will not ſtir. | (ther ? 

Vent. They would perhaps deſire 
A better reaſon. 

Anto. I have never us'd 
My ſoldiers to demand a reaſon of 
My actions. Why did they refuſe to march? 

Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra, 

Anto. What was't they ſaid ? Y 

Vent. They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Why ſhould they fight, indeed, to make her conquer, 
And make you more a ſlave ? to gain you kingdoms, 
Which, for a kiſs, at your next midnight feaſt, 

You'll {ell to her? then ſhe new names her jewels, 

And calls this diamond ſuch or ſuch a tax, 

Each pendant in her ear ſhall be a province. 

Anto. Ventidius, Iallow your tongue free cence 
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ws ALL for LOVE: Or, 
On all my other fats; but on your life, 
No word of Cl:opatra : She deſerves 
More worlds than I can loſe. 
Vent. Behold, you powers, 
To whom you have intruſted human kind ; 
See Europe, Africk, Afra, put in balance, 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs woman ! 
I think the gods are Antony's, and give, 
Like prodigals, this nether world away 
To none but waſteful hands. 
Anto. You grow preſumptuous. 
Vent. I take the privilege of plain love to ſpeak. 
Anto. Plain love] plain arrogance, plain inſolence: 
The men are cowards ; thou an envious traitor ; 
Who, under ſeeming honeſty, haſt vented 
'The burthen of thy rank o'erflowing gall. 
O that thou wert my equal, great in arms 
As the firſt C-/ar was, that I might kill thee 
Without a ſtain to honour ! 
Vent. You may kill me, 
You have done more already, call'd me traitor, 
Anto. Art thou not one? 
Vent. For ſhowing you your ſelf, 
Which none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 
'That name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 
I needed not have ſought your abject fortunes, 
Come to partake your fate, tg die with you. 
What hind'red me t' have led my conqu'ring eagles 
To fill Ou u bands ! I could * | 
A traitor then, a glorious happy traitor, 
And not have been ſo call'd. 
Anto. Forgive me, ſoldier ; 
I've been too paſſionate. 
Vent. You thought me falſe ; 
Thought my old age betray'd you ; kill me, fir ; 
Pray, kill me: yet you need not, your unkindneſs 
Has left your ſword no work. 
Anto. I did not think ſo ; 
I ſaid it in my rage! prithee forgive me. 
Why didſt thou tempt my anger, by diſcovery 
Of what I would not hear ? 
Vent. No prince but you 
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Could merit tl:at ſincerity I us'd : 

Nor durſt another man have ventur'd it. 

But you, e're love 1aiſ-led your wand'ring eyes, 
Were ſure the chief and beſt of human race, 

Fram'd in the very pride and boaſt of nature, 

$ perfect, that the gods, who form'd you, wonder'd 
At their own ſkill, and cry'd, a lucky hit 


- 8 — - 
th * - 

— LO I ES ISESS — 
een 1 4 2 py 


D , \ » 
7 ** 8 0 "1 2 
"4 m8 | ws + p 1 
3 bon — - « ——— 


Has mended our deſign. 'Their envy hind'red, 2 
Elſe you had been immortal, and a pattern, "i 
When heav'n would work for oſtentation's ſake, 9 


To copy out again 

Anto. But Cleopatra 
Go on; for I can bear it now. 

Vent. No more. (may ſt: 

Anto. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my paſſion ; but thou. 
Thou only lov'ſt ; the reſt have flatter d me. 

Vent. Heav'n's bleſſing on your heart for that kind 
May I believe you love me ? ſpeak again, (word, 

Anto. Indeed I do, ſpeak this, and this, and this, 

| ( Hugging him. 
Thy praiſes were unjuſt ; but I'll deſerve 'em 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt ; 
Lead me to victory, thou know'ſt the way. 

Vent. And, will you leave this 

Anto. Prithee do not curſe her, 
And I will leave her ; though, heav'n knows I love 
Beyond life, conqueſt, empire, all but honour. 

But I will leave her. | 

Vent. That's my royal maſter, | 
And ſhall we fight ? 

Anto. I warrant thee, old ſoldier, 

Thou ſhalt behold me once again in iron, 
And at the head of our old troops that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud ; Come follow me. 

Vent. O now I hear my emperor ! in that word 
OXawins fell. Gods, let me ſee that day, 
And if I have ten years behind, take all 
Tl thank you for th' exchange. 

Anto, Oh Cleopatra ! 

Vent. Again ? 

Anto. I ve done: in that laſt ſigh ſhe went, 
Cz/ar ſhall know what 'tis to force a lover 
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16 ALL for Loy E: o., 
From all he holds moſt dear. 
Vent. Methinks you breathe 
Another ſoul: your looks are more divine; 
You ſpeak a hero, and you move a god. 

Anto. O, thou haſt fir d me; my ſoul's up in arms, 
And mans each part about me: once again 
That noble eagerneſs of fight has ſeiz d me, 
That eagerneſs with which I darted upward 
05 Coffers camp. In vain the ſteepy hill 

pos'd my way; in vain a war of f 
Sung fe- head, and planted all Ny ſhield 3 
I won the trenches, while my foremoſt men 
Lagg'd on the plain below. 

ent, Ye Gods! ye Gods! 

For ſuch another hour. | 

Anto. Come on, my ſoldier ! 
Our hearts and arms are till the ſame : I long 
Once more to meet our foes; that thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our troops, | 
May taſte fate to 'em, mow 'em out a paſlage ; | 
And ent'ring where the foremoſt ſquadrons yield, 
Begin the noble harveſt of the field. * [Exenn. 


. | 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas. 


Cleop. HAT ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn? | 
Ventidius has o'ercome, and he will go. | 

Alex. He goes to fight for you. | 
Cleop. Then he would fee me e're he went to fight. 

Flatter me not: if once he goes, he's loſt : 

And all my hopes deſtroy'd. 
Alex. Does this weak paſſion 

Become a mighty Queen ? 
Cleop. I am no queen. 

Is this to be a queen, to be befieg'd | 

By yon inſulting Romans, and to wait 

Each hour the victor's chain? theſe ills are ſmall ; 

For Antony is loſt, and I can mourn __ 

For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Ofawvins, 

I have no more 40 loſe ; prepare thy bonds; 
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I'm fit to be a captive: Antony 8 
Mas taught my mind the fortune of a flave. 

Iras. Call reaſon to aflift you. 

Cleop. J have none, 

And none would have: My love's a noble madneſs, 
Which ſhows the cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate ſorrow 
Fits vulgar love, and for a vulgar man : | 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent paſſion, 

I ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of reaſon's view, 

And now am loſt above it No, I'm proud 

"Tis thus; would Antony could ſee me now; 

Think you he would not ſigh? Tho' he muſt leave me, 
Sure he would figh ; for he is noble - natur'd, 

And bears a tender heart: I know him well. 

Ah, no, I know him not: I knew him once, 

But _— 2 7 5 5 

Las. it with you; F 
Forget him, Madam. Fi 

Clio. Never, never, Ins: 

He was once mine; and once, though now 'tis gone, 
Leaves a faint image of poſſeſſion ſtil, - 

Alex. Think him inconſtant, cruel, and upgrateful, 

Cleop. I cannot : if I could, thoſe thoughts were vain: 
Faithleſs, ungrateful, cruel, tho' he be, 

i full muſt love him. 

Enter Charmion, 
Now, what news my Charmion ? 
Will he be kind ? and will he not forſake me ? 
Am I to live or die? Nay, do I live:? 
Or am I dead ? for when he gave his anſwer, 
Fate took the word, and then I liv'd, or dy'd. 

Char. I found him, madam 

Clup. A long ſpeech preparing 
If thou bring' comfort, haſte and give it me; 

For never was more need, 

Iras. I know he loves you. 

Cleop. Had he been kind, her eyes had told me ſo, 
Before her tongue could ſpeak it. Now ſhe ſtudies, 
To ſoften what he ſaid : but give me death, 
Juſt as he ſent it, Charmion, undiſguis'd, 
And in the words he ſpoke. 

Char, I found him then 
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18 ALL for LOVE: Or, 
Incompaſs'd round, I think, with iron Statues, 
So mute, ſo motionleſs his ſoldiers ſtood, 
While awfully he caſt his eyes about, 
And every leader's hopes or fears ſurvey'd : 
Methought he look'd reſolv'd, and yet not pleas d. 
When he beheld me ſtruggling in the crowd, 
He bluſh'd, and bade, make way. 
Alex. There's comfort yet. 
Char, Ventidius fixt his eyes upon my paſlage, 
Severely, as he meant to frown me back, 
And ſullenly gave place. I told my meſſage 
uſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder' d: 
number'd in it all your ſighs and tears; 
And while I mov'd your pitiful requeſt, 
That you but only begg d a laſt farewel, 
He fetch'd an inward groan, and ev'ry time 


I nam'd you, ſigh'd as if his heart were breaking, 


But ſhunn'd my eyes, and guiltily look'd down ; 
He ſeem'd not now that awful Antony 

Who ſhook an arm'd aſſembly with his nod, 

But making ſhow as he would rub his eyes, 
Diſguis'd and blotted out a falling tear. i 

Cleop. Did he then weep? and was I worth a tear ? 

If what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 

Tell me no more, but let me die contented. 
; Char. He bid me ſay, he knew himſelf ſo well, 
He could deny you nothing if he ſaw you; 

And therefore 
Cleop. Thou wouldſt ſay, he would not ſee me ? 
Char. And therefore begg'd you not to uſe a power, 

Which he could ill refiſt ; yet he ſhould ever 
Reſpect you as he ought. 

Cleop. Is that a word 
For Antony to uſe to Cleopatra ? , 
O that faint word, Reſpe& ! how I diſdain it! 
Diſdain my ſelf, for loving after it! 
He ſhould have kept that word for cold Octavia. 
Reſpect is for a wife. Am I that thing, 
That dull infipid lump, without defires, 
And without pow'r to give em? 

Alex. You misjudge; 
You ſee through love, and that deludes your ſight : 


As 
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As what is ſtraight ſeems crooked through the water; 
But I, who bear my reaſon, undiſturb'd, 
Can ſee this Antony, this dreaded man, 
A fearful ſlave who fain would run away, 
And ſhun his maſter's eyes: if you purſue him, 
My life on't, he ſtill drags a chain along, 
That needs muſt clog his flight, 
Cl:op. Could I believe thee ! 
Alex. By ev'ry circumſtance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by intereſt and by honour z 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and caſts out 
Many a long look for ſuccour, X 
Cl:op, He ſends word, 
He fears to ſee my face, 
Alex. And would you more x 
He ſhows his weakneſs, who declines the combat : 
And you muſt urge your fortune, Could he ſpeak 
More plainly ? To ray ears, the meſſage ſounds, 
Come to my reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 
Come, free me from Ventidius; from my tyrant z 
Sce me, and give me a pretence to leave him. 
I hear his trumpets ; this way he mutt paſs. 
Pleaſe you, retire a while ; I'll work him firſt, 
That he may bend more eaſe. 
Clcop. You ſhall rule me; 
But all, I fear, in vain. [ Ex. with Char. and Iras. 
Alex. I fear fo too; 
Though I conceal'd my thoughts, to make her bold : 
But, tis our utmoſt means, and fate befriend it. 
[ Withdraws, 
Enter Lictors with Faſces ; one bearing the Eagle: 
Then enter Antony with Ventidius, follow'd by 
other Commanders. 
Anto. OXtawius is the minion of blind chance, 
But holds from virtue nothing. 
Vent. Has he courage? / 
. Anto. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from coward. 
O, *tis the coldeſt youth upon a charge, 
The moſt deliberate fighter ! if he ventures 
(As in //lyria once they ſay he did) 
To ſtorm a town, 'tis when he cannot chuſe, 


When all the world have fixt their eyes upon him 4.4, 4 
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And then he hves on that for ſeven years after : 


But at a cloſe revenge he never fails. 
Vent. I heard, you challeng'd him. 
Anto. I did, Ventidius. 

What think'ſt thou was his anſwer ? twas ſo tame,— 

He ſaid he had more ways than one to die; 

I had not. 

Vent. Poor! | 
Anto. He has more ways than one ; 
But he would chuſe em all before that one. 
Vent. He firſt would chuſe an ague, or a fever ? q 
Anto. No, it muſt be an ague, not a fever; . 

He has not warmth enough to die by that, 

Vent, Or old age, and a bed, 
Anto. Ay, there's his choice; | 

He would live, like a lamp, to the laſt wink, 

And crawl upon the utmoſt verge of life. 

O Hercules ! why ſhould a man Icke this, 

Who dares not truſt his fate for one great action, 

Be all the care of heav'n? why ſhould he lord it 
O'er fourſcore thouſand men, of whom, each one 
Is braver than himſelf ? 

Vent. You conquer'd for him ; 

Philipti knows it: there you ſhar'd with him | 

That empire, which your ſword made all your own, 

. Anto. Fool that I was, upon my eagles wings 

J bore this wren, till I was tir'd with ſoaring, 

And now he mounts above me. 

Good heav*ns! is this, is this the man who braves me! 

Who bids my age make way: drives me before him, 

To the world's ridge, and N me off like rubbiſh ? 

Vent. Sir, we loſe time, the troops are mounted all. 
Anto. Then give the word to march. 

T long to leave this priſon of a town, 

To join thy legions ; and in open field, 

Once more © how my face. Lead, my deliverer. 
| Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Great emperor, 

In mighty arms renown'd above mankind, 

But in ſoft pity to th' oppreſt, a god; 

This meſſage ſends the mournful Cleopatra 

To her departing lord. ance oy 
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Vent. Smooth fycophant! 
Alex. A thouſand wiſhes, and ten thouſand prayers, 
Millions of bleſſings wait you to the wars, 
Millions of ſighs and tears ſhe ſends you too, 
And would have ſent 
As many dear embraces to your arms, 
As many parting kiſſes to your lips; 
But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd: you already. 
Vent. a ſide.) Falſe crocodile! (her, 
Alex. And yet ſhe begs not now, you would not leave 
That were a wiſh too mighty for her hopes, 
Too preſuming for het low fortune, your ebbing 
ve; 
That were a wiſh for her more proſperous days, 
Her blooming beauty, and your growing kindneſs. 
Auto. afide. ) Well, I muſt man it out; what would 
the queen? 188 
Alex. Firſt, to theſe noble warriors, who attend 
Your daring courage in the chaſe: of fame, 
(Too daring, and too dang rous for her quiet, 
She humbly recommends all: ſne holds dear, 
And her own cares and frars, the care of you. 
Vent. Ves, witneſs Actium. 
Anto. Let him ſpeak, Ventiadlus. ; 
Alex. You, when his matchlefs valour bears him for- 
With ardor too heroick, on his foes, (ward 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his feet; 
Lie in his way, and ſtop the paths of death; 
Tell him, this god is not invulnerable; 
That abſent Cleopatra bleeds in him: 
And, that you may remember her petition; 
She begs you'll wear theſe trifles, as a-pawn; 
Which, at your wiſht return, ſhe will redeem 
(Gives jewels to the commanders 
With all the wealth of Egypr. 
This to the great Ventidi us ſhe preſents, 
Whom ſhe can never count her enemy, 
Becauſe he loves her lord. 
Vent. Tell her, I'll none on't ; 
I'm not aſham'd of honeſt poverty: 
Not all the diamonds of the Fat can bribe 
Ventidius from his faith. I hope to ſes 
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22 ALL for LOVE: Or, 
Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling ſtore, 
Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 
Anto. And who muſt wear 'em then ? 
Vent. The wrong'd Octavia. 
Anto. Vou might have ſpar'd that word. 
Vent. And he that bribe. 
Anto. But have I no remembrance ? 
Alex. Yes, a dear one: 

Your ſlave, the queen 
Anto. My miſtreſs. 
Alex. 'Then your miſtreſs, 

Your miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her ſoul, 

But that you had long ſince ; ſhe humbly begs 

This ruby bracelet, ſet with bleeding hearts, 

(The emblems of her own) may bind your arm. 

(Preſenting a bracel:t, 
Vent. Now, my beſt lord, in honour's name aſk you, 

For manhood's ſake, and for your own dear ſafety, 

Touch not theſe poiſon'd gifts, 

Infected by the ſender ; touch em not: 

Myriads of blueſt plagues lye underneath 'em, 

And more than aconite has dipt the filk. 

Anto. Nay, now you grow too cynical, Ventidius, 

A lady's favours may be worn with honour. 

What, to refuſe her bracelet ! On my ſoul, 

When I lye yew in my tent alone, 

*Twill paſs the wakeful hours of winter-nights, 

To tell theſe pretty beads upon my arm ; 

To count for ey'ry one a ſoft embrace, 

A melting kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a time ; 

And now and then the. fury of her love. 

When —— and what harm's in this? 

Alex. None, none, my lord, 
But what's to her, that now tis paſt for ever. (it, 
Anto. going 4 We ſoldiers are ſo awkward--help metye 
to tye it. Alex. In faith, my lord, we courtiers too 
are awkward 
In theſe affairs: ſo are all men indeed ; 
Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak ? 
Anto. Yes, freely. 
Alex. Then, my lord, fair hands alone 

Are fit to tye it ; ſhe, who ſent it, can, 
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Vent. Hell! death ! this eunuch pander ruins you. 
You will not ſee her ? 
{Alexas whiſpers an attendant, who goes out. 
Anto. But to take my leave. 
Vent. Then I have waſh'd an thiope. Y'are undone 
Yare in the toils ; y'are taken; y are deſtroy'd : 
Her eyes do Cz/ar's work. 
Anto. You fear too ſoon. 
I'm conſtant to my ſelf ; I know my ſtrength : 
And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous, neither, 
Born in the depths of A4frick : I'm a Roman, 
Bred to the rules of ſoft humanity. 
A gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid farewel. 
ent. You do not know 
How weak you are to her, how much an infant: 
You are not proof againſt a ſmile or glance; 
A figh will quite diſarm you. 
Anto. See, ſhe comes ! 
Now you ſhall find your error. Gods, I thank you; 
I form'd the danger greater than it was, 
And, now "tis near, tis leſſen d. 
Vent. Mark the end yet. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion and Iras, 
Anto. Well, — ay we are met. 
Cleop. Is this a meeting? 
Then we muſt part ? 
Anto. We muſt. 
Cleop. Who ſays we muſt ? 
Anto. Our own hard fates. 
Cleop. We make thoſe fates our ſelves. 
Anto. Yes, we have made em; we have lov'd each 
Unto our mutual ruin. | (other 
Cleop. The gods have ſeen my joys with envious eyes; 
I have no friends in heav'n ; and all the world 
(As *twere the bus'neſs of mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againſt my love: Ev'n you your ſelf 
Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me, 
Auto. 1 will be juſtify'd in all I do, 
Tolate poſterity, and therefore hear me. 
if I mix a lye : 
With any truth, reproach me freely with it ; 
Ulſe, favour me with ſilence, 


Cop. 
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Cleop.. You command * 
ART ann dumb. * | 
Vent. I like this well: he ſhews authority, 
Auto. That I derive my ruin 
From you alone—— 
ep. O heav'ns ! I ruin you! 
Ant. You promis d me your filence, and you break 
E're I have ſcarce begun. lit 
Cleop. Well, I obey you. 
Anto. When I beheld you firſt, it was in Zgyyr, 
E're'Cz/ar ſaw your eyes, you gave me love, 
And were tbo young to know it. That I ſettled 
Your father in his throne was for your ſake ; 
I left th' acknowledgement for time to ripen. 
Cæſar ſtept in, and with a-greedy hand 
Pluck d the green fruit, e're the firſt bluſh of red, 
Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my lord, 
And was, beſides, too great for me to rival; 
But, I deferv'd you-frſt,, though he enjoy d you, 
When, after, I beheld you in Cz/icia, 
An enemy to Rime, I pardon'd you. 
Cleop. G clear'd m — ä 
Anto. Again you your promiſe. 
I lov'd you ill and took your weak excuſes ; 
Took you into my boſom, ſtain'd by Cz/ar, 
And not half mine: I went to Ægypt with you, 
And hid me from the bus'neſs of the world, 
Shut out enquiring nations from my ſight, - 
To give whole years to you. 
Vent. Yes, to your ſhame be't ſpoken. (Abit. 
„Anto. How I lovd 
Witneſs ye days and nights, and all you hours, 
That danc'd away with down upon your feet, 
Wall your * were to count my paſſion. 
One day paſt by, and nothing ſaw but love; 
Another came, and ftill 'twas only love. 
The ſuns were weary'd out with looking on ; 
And I untir'd with. loving. 
I ſaw you ev'ry day, and all the * ; 
And ev'ry day was ſtill but as the firſt: 
80 cager was I ſtill to ſee you more. 
Vent. "Tisall too true. _ 


= 
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Anto. Fulvia, my wife, jealous 
Aihpndend bbd maker 3. rele. 3 war * 
In Italy, to call me back. 
Vent. But yet 
You went not. 
Anto. While within your arms I lay, 
The world fell mould'ring from my hands each hour, 


And left me ſcarce a grafp ; I thank your love for't. 4} 
Vent. Well puſh'd : that laſt was home. 1 
Cleop. Yet may I ſpeak ? #Y 
Arto. If T have urg'd a falſhood, yes; elſe not. by 

Your filence ſays I have not. Fulvia dy'd ; 1 


(Pardon, you Gods, with my unkindneſs dy d). «4 
To ſet the world at peace, I took OFawia, 14 
This Cæſar's ſiſter: in her pride of youth, 
And flow'r of beauty, did I wed that lady, 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe I left her. 
You call'd ; my love obey'd the fatal ſummons : 
This rais'd the Reman arms; the cauſe was yours; 
I would have fought by land, where I was ftronger ; 
You hinder'd it: yet, when I fought at ſea, 
Forſook me fighting : and (oh ſtain to honour ! 
Oh laſting ſhame ! ) I knew not that I fled; 
But fled to follow you. 

Vent. What haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her purple fails! 
And, to appear magnificent in flight, 
Drew half our ſtrength away. 

Anto. All this you caus'd ; 
And would you multiply more ruins on me ? 
This honeſt man, my beſt, my only, friend, 
Has gather'd up the ſhipwreck of my fortunes ; 
Twelve legions I have left, my laſt recruits, 
And you have watch'd the news, and bring your eyes 
To ſeize them too. If you have ought to anſwer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free leave. 

Alex. aſide She ſtands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her eyes. 

Vent. Now lay a ſigh i'th' way, to ſtop his paſſage: 
Prepare a tear, and bid it for his legions ; 
"Tis like they ſhall be fold. | 

7% How ſhall I plead my cauſe, when you my 
Already have condemn'd 11 ? Shall I bring (judge 

'The 
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The love you bore me for my advocate ? 
'That now 1s turn'd againſt me ; that deſtroys me ; 
For love once paſt, is, at the beſt, forgotten ; 
But oftner ſours to hate: Twill pleaſe my lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'll be guilty. 
But, could I once have thought it would have pleas'g 
That you would pry with narrow ſearching eyes, (you 
Into my faults ; ſevere to my deſtruction; 
And watching all advantages with care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched ? ſpeak, my lord, 
For I end here. Though I deſerve this uſage, 
Was it like you to give it ? 
Anto. O you wrong me, 
To think I ſought this parting, or defir'd 
T' accuſe you more than what will clear my ſelf, 
And juſtiſie this breach. 
Cleop. Thus low I thank you. 
And ſince my innocence will not offend, 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it. 
Vent. Aſter this 
T think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 
Cleep. You ſeem griev'd, 
{And therein you are kind) that Cz/ar firſt 
Enjoy'd my love, though you deſerv'd it better: 
J grieve for that, my lord, much more than you; 
For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſav'd 
My ſecond choice : I never had been his, 
And ne'er had been but yours. But Cz/ar firſt, 
You ſay, poſſeſs'd my love. Not ſo, my lord; 
He firſt poſſeſs d my perſon ; you my love: 
Ca ſar lov'd me; but I lov'd Antony. 
If I endur'd him after, 'twas becauſe 
J judg'd it due to the firſt name of men; 
And half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a tyrant, 
What hewould take by force. 
Vent. O ſyren! ſyren! 
Yet grant that all the love ſhe boaſts were true, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you! I ſtill urge that, 
The fatal conſequence. 
Cleop. The conſequence indeed, 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt foe, 


7%: OR L D welt Jo,. 


To ſay it was defign'd : Tis true I tov'd you, 

And kept you far from an uneafie wife : 

Such Fulvia was——— 

Yes, hut he'l-fay, you left OZawia for me 

And, can you blame me to receive that love, 

Which quitted ſuch deſert for worthleſs me? 

How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Cz/ar, 

Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond young, 

Would court my love, to be refus'd for you! (um. 
Vent. Words, words; but- A#iam, Sir, remember 
Cleop. Ev'n there, I dare his malice. True, I coun- 

To fight at ſea ; but I betray'd you not. (ſell'd 

I fled, but not the enemy: "Twas fear, 

Would I had been a man, not to have fear'd ; 

For none would then have envy'd me your friendſhip, 

Who envy me your love. 

Anto. We're both unhappy : 

If nothing elſe, yet our ill fortune parts us. 

Speak, would you have me periſh, by my ſtay ? 

Cp. If as a friend you aſk my judgment, go; 

If as a lover, ſtay. If you muſt periſh ; | 
Tis a hard word; but ſtay. | 
Vent. See now th' effects of her ſo boaſted love 

She ſtrives to drag you down to ruin with her : 

But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 

Would ſhe let go her hold, and haſte to ſhore, 

And never look behind ! 

Clecp. Then judge my love by this. 
| [Giving Antony @ Writing, 
Could 1 have borne | 


A life or death, a happineſs or woe 
From yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 
Anto. By Hercules, the writing of Otavins ! 
know-it well, *tis that proſcribing hand, 
Young as it was, that led the way to mine, 
And left me but the ſecond place in murder. 
dee, ſee, Veontidius ! Here he offers t, 
And joins. all Syri4 to it as a preſent, 
So, in requital, ſhe forſake my fortunes, 
And join her arms with his. 
Cl:ep. And yet you leave me! 
You leave me, Antony; and yet I love you; . 
| B 2 Indeed 
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Indeed I do; I have refus'd a kingdom, 
That's a trifle : 
For I could part with life, with any thing, 
But only you. O let me die, but with you; 
Is that a hard requeſt ? 

Anto. Next living with you, 
"Tis all that Jn can give. 

Alex. afide.) He melts; we conquer. (hence 

Cleop. No, you ſhall go: n calls — 
Ves, your dear int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 
Weak arms to hold you here — (Takes his hand 
Go, leave me, ſoldier; | 
(For you're no more a lover :) leave me dying : 

Puſh me all pale and panting from your boſom ; 
And when your march begins, let one run after, 
Breathleſs almoſt for joy, and cry, ſhe's dead: 
The ſoldiers ſhout ; you then perhaps may ſigh, 
And muſter all your Reman gravity ; 

Ventidius chides ; and ſtrait your _ clears up 
As I had never been. | 

Anto. Gods ! 'tis too much; too much for man to 

Cleop. What 1s't for me then, (bear! 
A weak forſaken woman, and a lover? 
Here let me breathe my laſt : envy me not 
This minute in your arms; I'll die apace, 

As faſt as &'er I can ; and end your trouble. 

Anto. Die] rather let me periſh : looſen'd nature 

Leap from its hinges : fink the props of heav'n, 
And fall the ſkies to cruſh the nether world. 
My eyes! my ſoul! my all! { Embraces b. 

Vent. And what's this toy 
In balance with your fortune, honour, fame ? 

Anto. What is't, Ventidius ? It out-weighs em all: 
Why, we have morethan conquer'd Cz/ar now : 
My qtteen's not only innocent, but loves me. 

This, this is ſhe xvbo drags me down to ruin! 
But, could ſhe ſcape i me, with what haſte 


Would fhe let flip her hold, and make to ſhore, 
And never look behind ! 
Down on thy knees, blaſphemer as thou art, 
And aſk forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 
Vent. I'll rather die, than take it: will you 8 i 
nts, 
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Anto. Go! whither ? go from all that's excellent! 

Faith, honour, virtue, all good things forbid 

That I ſhould go from her, who ſets my love 

Above the price of kingdoms. Give, you Gods, 

Give to your boy, your Cæſar, 

This rattle of a globe e withal; 

This gew-gaw world, put him cheaply off : 

Ill not be plens'd with lefs than Cleopatra. 
Cl:op. She's wholly yours. My heart's ſo full of jòy, 

That 1 ſhall do fome wild extrava 

Of love in publick ; and the fooliſh world, 

Which knows not tenderneſs, will think me mad. 
Vent. O women! women women! ail the gods 


Have not ſuch pow'r of doing good to man 
As you of doing harm. [Exitr. 


Anto. Our menare arm'd. 
Unbar the gate that looks to Cæſar's camp; 
I would revenge the treachery he meant me : 
And long ſecurity makes conqueſt eaſie. 
I'm eager to return before I go ; 
For all the pledſures I have known beat thick 
On my remembrance : how I long for night ! 
That both the ſweets of mutual love may try, 
And triumph once o'er Cæſur ere we die. ( Excunt. 


ACT m. 1 


At ine door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Alexas, "2 
and a Train of Egyptians: At the other, Antony 1 
ond Romans. The entrance on both fides is prepar d 1 
by Mufick ; the Trumpets ff ſounding on Antony“? | 
fart: Then anſwer'd by Timbrels, &c. on Cleopatra's. " 
Charmion and Iras hold a Laurel wreath betwixt $50 


them. A Dance of Agyptians. After the ceremony, 
Cleopatra crowns Antony. 


8 Thought how thoſe white arms would fold me 
And ftrain me cloſe, and melt me into love; (in, 
So, pleas'd with that ſweet image, I ſptung forwards, 
And added all my ſtrength to every blow. 
Clezp; Come to me, come, my ſoldier, to my arms, 
| B 3 You've 
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You've been too long away from my embraces : 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 

With broken murmurs, and with am'rous ſighs, 

I'll fay, you were unkind, and puniſh you; 

And mark you red with many an eager kiſs. 

Anto. My brighter Venus! 

Clop. O my greater Mars 

Arto. Thou join'ſt us well, my love! 

Suppoſe me come from the Ph/egr an plains, 
Where gaſping Giants lay, defi by my ſword ; 
And mountain- tops par'd off each other blow, 
To bury thoſe I flew : receive me, Goddeſs : 
Let Cz/ar ſpread his ſubtle nets, like Vulcan, 
In thy embraces I would be beheld 
By heav'n and earth at once : 
And make their envy what they meant their ſport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh, I would love on 
With awful ſlate, regardleſs of their frov-ns, 
As their ſuperior god. 
There's no ſatiety of love in thee ; 
Enjoy'd thou ftill art new; perpetuaIſpring 
Is in thy arms; the ripen'd fruit but falls, 
And bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty place; 
And I grow rich by giving. 

Enter Ventidius, and flands oport. 

Alex. O, now the danger's paſt, your gener:! 1+ > 
He joins not ia your joys, nor minds your triumph, 
But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on, 

As envying your ſucceſs. 

Auto. Now on my ſoul, he loves me; truly loye: me 
Ie never flatter d me in any vice, 

But awes me with his virtue; ev'n this minute 

Mecthinks he has a right of chiding me; 

Lead to the temple: I'll avoid his preſence ; 

It checks too ſtrong upon me. [Exeunt the n. 
4s Antony is going, Ventidius pulls him by the robe. 

Vent. Emperor. (me. 

Anto. look- 2 'Tis the old argument; I pr'y thee ſpare 

ing back. Vent. But this one hearing, emperor. 

Anto. Let go 

My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules 
Vent, By Hercales his father, that's yet dre da, 
r 
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bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 
Anto. Thou ſee'ſt we are obſerv'd ; attend me here, 


And Tl] return. Exit. 


Vent. I'm waining in his favour, yet I love him; 
I love this man, who runs to meet his ruin; 
And ſure the gods, like me, are fond of him: 
His virtues lie ſo mingled with his crimes, 
As would confound their choice to puniſh one, 
And not reward the other. 

| Enter Antony. 

Auto. We can conquer, 
You fee, without your aid. 
We have diflodg'd their troops, 
They look on us at diſtance, and, like curs 
'Scap'd from the lion's paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten war, 
Five thouſand Romans, with their faces upward, 
Lie breathleſs on the plain. 

Veut. "Tis well: and he 

Who lot'em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more. 
Vet if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An caficr peace, while Cz/ar doubts the chance 
Of arms a 

Ante. O think not on't, FVentidins ; 

The boy purſucs my ruin ; he'll no peace : 
His malice is conſiderate in advantage. 

O, he's the cooleſt murderer! fo ſtaunch, 
He kills, and keeps his temper. 

Vent. Have you no friend | 
In all his army, who has power to move him? 
Mecænas, or Agrippe, might do much. 

Anto. They're both too deep in Cæſar's intereſts, 
We'll work it out by dint of ſword, or periſh. 

Vent. Fain I would find ſome other. 

Auto. Thank thy love. 

Some four or five ſuch victories as this, 
Will ſave thy farther pains. 

Vent. Expect no more; Cæſar is on his guard: 
I know, fir, you have conquer'd againſt odds: 
But ſtill you draw ſupplies from one poor town, 
And of Zgyptians : he has all the world, 


* 
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And at his beck nations come pouring in, 

To fill the gaps you make. Pray think again. 

Anto. Why doſt thou drive me from myſelf, to ſearch 

For foreign aids? To hunt my memory; 

And range all o'er a waſte and barren place 

To find a friend? the wretched have no friends 

Yet I had one, the braveſt youth of Rome, 

Whom Cz/ar loves beyond the love of women; 

He could reſolve his mind, as fire does wax, 

From that hard rugged image, melt him down, 

And mould him in what ſofter form he pleas'd. 

Vent. Him would I ſee : that man of all the world: 

Juſt ſuch a one we want. 

Anto. Helov'd me too. 

I was his ſoul ; he liv'd not but in me: 

We were ſo clos d within each other's breaſts, 

'The rivets were not found that join'd us firſt, 

That does not reach us yet: we were ſo mixt, 

As meeting ſtreams, both to ourſelves were loſt ; 

Ve were one maſs; we could not give or take, 

But from the ſame; for he was I, I he. 

Vent. afide.) He moves as I would with him. 
Anto. Aſter this 

need not tell his name, twas Dolabella. 

Vent. He's now in Cæſar's camp. 
Auto. No matter where, 

Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 

That I forbad him Cleopatra's fight ; 

Becauſe I fear'd he lov'd her: He confeſs'd 

e had a warmth, which, for my ſake, he ſtifled ; 

for 'twere impoſſible that two, ſo one, 

Should not have lov'd the ſame. When he departed, 

e took no leave, and that confirm'd my thoughts. 
ent. It argues that he lov'd you more thar her, 

Elſe he had ſtay d; but he perceiv'd you jealous, 

And would not grieve his friend: I know he loves you. 
Arnto. I ſhou'd have ſeen him then e're now. 
Vent. Perhaps 

He has thus long been lab'ring for your peace. 
Anto. Would he were here. 

Vent. Would you believe he lov'd you? 
I read your anſwer in your eyes ; you would. TO 
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Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 
A meſſenger from Cz/ar's camp, with letters. 
_ Anto. Let him appear. 
Vent, I'll bring him inſtantly. 
(Exit Ventidius, and re-enters immediately with 
Dolabella. Ant. runs to embrace him.) 
Auto. "Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by holy friendſhip ! 
Art thou return'd at laſt, my better half ? | 
Come, give 45 mY _ Let _ not live, 
If the young bridegroom, longing for the night, 
Was 5 half ſo fond. ith: 4 
Dela. I muſt be filent ; for my ſoul is buſy 
About a noble work: ſhe's new come home, 
Like a long abſent man, and wanders o'er 
Each room, a ſtranger to her own, to look 
If all be ſafe. 
Auto. Thou haſt what's left of me; 
For I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 
Thou find'ſ me at my loweſt water-mark. 
The rivers that ran in, and rais'd my fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another courſe : 
What I have left is from my native ſpring ; 
Tre ſtill a heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of fate, 
And lifts me to my banks. 
Dela. Still you are lord of all the world to me. 
Arto. Why, then I yet am ſo; for thou art all, 
If I had any joy when thou wert abſent, 
] prudg'd itto my ſelf ; methought I robb'd 
Thee of thy part. But oh, my Do/abella /! 
Thou haft beheld me other than I am, 
Haſt thou not ſeen my morning chambers fill d 
With ſcepter'd ſlaves, who waited to ſalute me? 
With eaſtern monarchs, who Ln the ſun, 
To worſhip my up- riſing? menial kings 
Ran — up and down my palace- yard; 
Stood filent in my preſence, watch'd my eyes, 
And, at my leaſt command, all ſtarted out 
Like racers to the goal. 
Dela. Slaves to your fortune. 
Auto. Fortune is Cæſar's now; and what am I? 
Vent. What you have made yourſelf; Iwill not flatter. 
Anto, Is this now friendly done? 
Dela. Yes, when his end is ſo, I muſt join with him; 
B 5 Indeed 
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Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide : 
Why am I elſe your friend ? | | 

Anto. Take heed, young man, | 
How thou upbraid'ſt my love : the queen has eyes, 
And thou too haſt a ſoul. Canſt thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with hatred, thou beheld'ſt her firſt, 
As acceſſory to thy brother's death? 

Dola. Spare my remembrance, 'twas a guilty day, 
And ſtill the bluſh hangs here. 

Anto. To clear herſelf, 
For ſending him no aid, ſhe came from Egypt. 
Her galley down the filver Qanos row'd, 
'The tackling filk, the ſtreamers wav'd with gold, 
The gentle winds were lodg'd in purple fails: 


Her nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were plac'd, 


Where ſhe, another ſea-born Venus, lay. 

Dela. No more: I would not hear it. 

Auto. O you mult ! 
She lay, and lean'd her cheek upon her hand, 
And caſt a look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all beholders hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take em. Boys, like Cupid; 
Stood fanning, with their painted wings, the winds 
That play'd about her face: But if ſhe ſmil'd, 
A darting glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That men's deſiring eyes were never weary'd ; 
But hung upon the object. To ſoft flutes 
'The filver oars kept time; and while they play'd, 
The hearing gave new pleaſures to the ſight ; 


And both to thought. "I'was heav'n or ſomewhat more; 


For ſne ſo charm d all hearts, that gazing crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted breath 
To give their welcome voice. 

Then, Dolabella, where was then thy ſoul ? 

Was not: thy fury quite diſarm d with wonder? 
Didſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe eyes 
And whiſper in my ear; Oh, tell her not 

That I accus'd her with my brother's death? 


Dol. And ſhould my weakneſs be a plea for yours 


Mine was an age when love might be excus'd, 


When kindly warmth, and when my ſpringing youth, 


Made it a debt to nature. YOUrgo—— 


Fit. 
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Vent. Speak boldly. 
Yours, he would ſay, in your declining age, 
When no more heat was left but what you forc'd ; 


| When all the ſap was needful for the trunk, 


When it went down, then you conſtrain'd the courſe, 


| And robb'd from nature, to ſupply deſire. 


In you (I would not uſe ſo harſh a word) 


| But 'tis plain dotage. 


Arto. Ha! 

Dola. Twas urg'd too home. 
But yet the loſs was private that I made ; 
Twas but my ſelf I loſt ; I loſt no legions; 
I had no world to loſe, no people's love. 

Auto. This from a Friend 

Dela. Ves, Antony, a true one; 


| A friend ſo tender, that each word I ſpeak, 


Stabs my own heart, before it reach your car. 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide : 


| To Cz/ar I excuſe you. 


Anto. O ye gods! 


Have I then liv'd to be excus'd to Ceſar ? 


Dela. As to your equal : 
WhileI wear this, he never ſhall be more. 


I bring conditions from him. 


Anto. Are they noble? 


Methinks thou ſhould'& not bring em elſe: yet he 


ls full of deep diſſembling; knows no honour, 
Divided from his int'reſt. Fate miſtook him; 
For nature meant him for an uſurer ; 

He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer, kingdoms. 

Vert. Then, granting this, 

What pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a temper 
To honourable terms ? 
Anto. It was my Dolabella, or ſome god. 
Dela. Not I; nor yet Mecænas, nor Agrippa: 
They were your enemies, and J a friend 
Too weak alone; yet twas a Roman's deed. 

Anto. "Twas like a Roman done: Shew me that man 
Who has preſerv'd my life, my love, my honour : 
Let me but ſee his face. 

Vent. That taſk is mine ; 


And, heav'n, thou know'ſ how pleaſing. (Ex. Vent. 


Dela. 
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Dela. You'll remember 

To whom you ſtand oblig'd ? 

Auto. When I forget it, k 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt curſe. 
My queen ſhall thank him too. 
Dola. 1 fear ſhe will not. 
Auto. But ſhe ſhall do't. The queen, my Dolabella 
Halt thou not ſtill ſome grudgings of thy fever? 
Dola. I would not ſee her loſt. 
Huto. When I forſake her, 

| Leave me, my better ſtars; for ſhe has truth 

# Beyond her beauty. Cz/ar tempted her, 

At no leſs price than kingdoms, to betray me; 

# But ſhe reſiſted all: And yet thou chid'ſt me 

For loving her too well. Could I do ſo? 

. Dela. 1 9 there's my reaſon. 

h Re-enter Ventidius 207th Octavia, leading Antony's 4 
'£ little Daughters. 

4 Ante. Where! Odavia there ! (Starting back. 

. "cnt. What! is ſhe poiſon to you? a diſeaſe? 

[| Look on her, view her well, and thoſe ſhe brings: 

3 Are they all ſtrangers to your eyes? has nature 

No ſecret call, no whiſpers, they are yours ? 

| | Dola. For ſhame, my lord, if not for love, receive em 

* With kinder eyes. If you confeſs a man, 

5 Meet em, embrace em, bid em welcome to you. 

of Your arms ſhould open, ev'n without your knowledge, 

| To claſp em in; your feet ſhould turn to wings 

4 To bear you to em; and your eyes dart out, 

5 And aim a kiſs e er you could reach the lis. 
Anto. I Rood amaz'd to think how they came hither 
Vent. I ſent for em; 1 brought em in, unknown 

To Clepatra's guards. 

Dela. Yet are you cold? 
O&av. Thus long I have attended for my welcome; 

Which, as a ſtranger, ſure I might expect. 

Who am I? 

Ante. Cæſar's ſiſter. 

O#&auw. That's unkind ! | 

Had I been nothing more than Cæſar's ſiſter, 

Know, I had ſtill remain'd in Cz/ar's camp; 

But your Oc , your much injur'd wife, 
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Though baniſh'd from your bed, driv'n from your 
In foite of Cæſur's ſiſter, ſtill is yours, FR Rs 
"Tis true, I have a heart diſdains your coldneſs, 
And prompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer ; 
But a wife's virtue ſtill ſurmounts that pride. 
I come toclaim you as my own ; to ſhew 
My duty firſt, to aſk, nay beg, your kindneſs : 
Your hand, my lord, 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
(Taking his hand. 
Vent. Do, take it, thou deſerv'ſt it. 
Dela. On my ſoul, 
And ſo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſſive, 
Nor yet too haughty ; but ſo juſt a mean, 
Shews, as it ought, a wife and Roman too. 
Anto. I fear, Ofawia, you have begg'd my life. 
Oaaw, Begg'dit, my lord! 
Anto. Yes, begg'd it, my ambaſſadreſe, 
Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your brother. 
O&awv. Poorly and baſely I could never beg; 
Nor could my brother grant, 
Anto. Shall I, who to my kneeling ſlave could ſay, 
Riſe up, and be a king: ſhall I fall down 
And cry, forgive me, C-/ar Shall I ſet 
A. man, my equal, in the place of Jobe, 
As he could give me being? No; that word 
Forgive, would choal me up, 
And die upon my tongue. 
Dola. * Vas ſhall not need it. 
Auto. IV ill not need it. Come, you've all betray'd me. 
My friend too! To receive ſome vile conditions, 
My wife has bought me, with her prayers and tears; 
And now I muſt become her branded ſlave. 
In every peeviſh mood ſhe will upbraid 
The life ſhe gave: if I but look awry, 
She cries, I'll tell my brother. 
Oda. My hard fortune 
SubjeAs me ſtill to your unkind miſtakes. 
But the conditions I have brought are ſuch _ 
You need not bluſh to take : 1 love your honour, 
Becauſe "tis mine; it never ſhall be faid 
O&awia's huſtand was her brotker's ſlave. 
Sir, you are free; free, ev'n from her you loath , ; 
or, 
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For, though my brother bargains for your love, 
Makes me the price and cement of your peace, 

I have a ſoul like yours ; I cannot take 

Your love as alms, nor beg what I deſerve. 

I'II tell my brother we are reconcil'd ; 

He ſhall draw back his troops, and you ſhall march 
To rule the E.: I may be dropt at Athens; 

No matter where, I never will complain, 

But only keep the barren name of wife, 

And rid ou of the trouble. 

Vent. Was ever ſuch a ſtrife of ſullen honour ! 
Both ſcorn to be oblig'd. 

Dela. Oh, ſhe has touch'd him in the tender'ſt part; 
See how he reddens with deſpite and ſhame 
To be out- done in generoſity ! 

Vent. See how he winks ! how he dries up a tear 
That fain would fall! 

Anto. OXawvia, I have heard you, and muſt praitt 
The greatneſs of your ſoul ; 

But cannot yield to what you have propos'd : 
For I can ne'er be conquer'd but by love; 
And you do all for duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Athens, was't not ſo ? 

Oaaw. It was, my lord. 

Anto. Then I muſt be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, vb to herſelf, 

May call me thankleſs and ungrateful man: 
I'll not endure it, no. 

Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. 

OXav. Would you triumph o'er poor Octavia“ 
That pride was all I had to bear me up ; (virtue, 
That you might think you ow'd me for your life, 
And ow'd it to my duty, not my love. 

I have been injur'd, and my haughty foul 

Could brook but ill the man who flights my bed. 
Anto. Therefore you love me not? 
Octav. "Therefore, my lord, 

I ſhould not love you. 

Anto. Therefore you would leave me? (could. 

Oda. And therefore I ſhould leave you——if 1 

Dola. Her ſoul's too great, after ſuch injuries, 

To fay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her modeſty and ſilence plead her cauſe, Anto. 
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Anto. Oh, Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn ? 
J find a ſecret yielding in my ſoul ; 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Muſt ſhe be left? pity pleads for Ofaw2a ; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra? 

Vent. Juſtice and pity both plead for Ofawa : 
For Cleopatra, neither, 
One would be ruin'd with you ; but ſhe firſt 
Had ruin'd you ; the other you have ruin'd, 
And yet ſhe would preſerve you. 
In every thing their merits are unequal. 

Anto. Oh, my diſtracted ſoul ! 

Octau. Sweet heav'n compoſe it. 
Come, come, my lord, If I can pardon you, 
Methinks you ſhould accept it. Look on theſe ; 
Are they not yours? Or ftand they thus neglected 
As they are mine? go to him, Children, go; 
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, ſpeak to him; 
For you may ſpeak, and he may own you too, 
Without a bluſh, and ſo he cannot all 
His children: Go, I fay, and pull him to me, 
And pull him to your ſelves, from that bad woman, 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his arms; 
And you, Antonia, claſp about his waiſt : 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you 
Againſt the pavement, you muſt bear it, children; 
For you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer. 

( Here the children go to him, &C, 

Vent. Was ever fight ſo moving! emperor ! 

Dela. Friend. 

OXay, Huſband ! 

Both children. Father ! 

Anto. Jam vanquith'd : Take me, 
Octavia; take me, children; ſhare me all. 

| ( Embrgging them. 

I've been a thriftleſs debtor to your loves, 
And run out much in riot, from your ſtock : 
But all ſhall be amended. 

OZaw. O bleſs'd hour ! 

Dola. O happy change ! 

Vent, My joy ſtops at my tongue : 
But it has found two channels here for one, 
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Anto. to Octavia. This is thy triumph, lead me where 
Ev'n to thy brother's camp. (thou wilt ; 


OXav. All there are yours. 
Enter Alexas haſtily. 


Alex. The queen, my miſtreſs, Sir, and yours 
Anto. "Tis paſt. Octavia, you ſhall ſtay this night: 


To-morrow, 


Cz/ar and we are one. [Ex. leading Octavia; 
Dola. and the children folly, 


Vent. There's news for you ; run, 
My officious eunuch, 
Be ſure to be the firſt ; haſte forward: 
Haſte, my dear eunuch, haſte. [ 
Alex. This downright fighting fool, this thick-ſcull'd 
This blunt unthinking inſtrument of death, 
With plain dull virtue has out-gone my wit. 
Pleaſure forſook my early'ſt Infancy, 
The luxury of others robb'd my cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Nene of a man: 
Caſt out from nature, diſinherited 
Of what her meaneſt children claim by kind: 


Vet greatneſs kept me from contempt: that's gone. 


Had Cleopatra follow'd my advice, 
Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes. 
She dies for love; but the has known its joys, 
Gods, is this juſt, that I who know no joys : 
Mult die, becauſe ſhe loves? 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Train. 

Oh, madam, I have ſeen what blaſts my eyes ; 
Octavia's here 

Cleop. Peace with that raven's note. 
I know it too : and now am in 
The pangs of death. 

Alex. You are no more a queen : 
LE gypt is loſt. 

Cleop. What tell'ſt thou me of Zgypt ? 
My life, my ſoul is loſt ! Octavia has him 
O fatal name to Cleopatra's love 
My kiſſes, my embraces now are hers ; 
While I But thou haſt ſeen my rival; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve. this blefling ? Is ſhe fair, 
Bright as a goddeſs ? And is all perfection 


Confin'd 
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Confin'd to her? It is. Poor I was made 
Of that coarſe matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, 
The gods threw by for rubbiſh, 
| Alex. She's indeed a very miracle. 
Cleop. Death to my hopes; a miracle! 
| Alex, bowing.) A miracle 
mean of goodneſs ; for in beauty, madam, 
You make all wonders ceaſe. 
Clio. I was too raſh : 
Take this in part of recompence. But, oh, 
fear thou flatter'ſt me. [Giving a ring. 
| Char. She comes! ſhe's here! 
Irat. Fly, madam, Cæſar's ſiſter ! 
Cleep, Were ſhe the ſiſter of the thund'rer Jove, 
Ind bore her brother's lightning in her eyes, 
uus would I face my rival. ; 
| { Merts Octav. with Ventid. 
(Ottav. bears up to her, Their trains come ip on 
either ſide. 
Da. I need not aſk if you are Cleopatra ; 
| Your hanghty carriage 
| Cle. Shews I am a queen: 
| Nor need ] aſk who you are. 
Fo Ottav. A Roman: 
name that mal:es, and can unmake, a queen. 
Cleep. Your lord, the man who ſerves me, is a Ra- 
OXav. He was a Reman, till he loſt that name ( mar. 
Jo be a ſlave in Zgypr ; but I come 
10 free him thence. 
Cleop. Peace, peace, my lover's Juno. 
When he grew weary of that houſhold clog, 
lle choſe my eaſier bonds. 
Oaw. I wonder not 
| Your bonds are eaſie; you have long practis d 
In that laſcivious art: he's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your ſnares ; Let Cæſar witneſs, 
Cleop. I lov'd not Caſar ; 'twas but gratitude 
I paid his love: The worſt your malice can, 
[5 but to ſay, the greateſt of mankind 
Has been my ſlave. The next, but far above him 
In my eſteem, is he whom law calls yours, 
But whom his love made mine, 


Oaav. 
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Octav. coming up cloſe to her.] would view neaw 

That face, which has ſo long uſurp'd my right, 

To find th' inevitable charms, that catch 

Mankind ſo ſure ; that ruin'd my dear lord. 

Cleop. O you do well to ſearch ; for had you knoyy L 

But half theſe charms you had not loſt his heart. M 
Ofaw. Far be their knowledge from a Roman lad C 

Far from a modeſt wife. Shame of our ſex, : A 

Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black endearment T 

That make fin pleaſing ? V 
Clecp. You may bluſh, who want em. 

If bounteous nature, if indulgent heav'n, 

Have giv'n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt men, 

Should I not thank*em ? ſhould I be aſham'd, 

And not be proud? I am, that he has lov'd me; 

And, when I love not tim, Heav'n change this face 

For one like that, : 
O#av. Thou lov'ſt him not ſo well. | 64 
Clcop. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 

O#aw. You do not; cannot; You have been bis 

Who made him cheap at Rome, but C/:cfatra ? (rui. WF | 

Who made him ſcorn'd abroad, but Cc, #4 

At 44ium, who betray'd him? Cleopatra. E. 

Who made his children orphans, and poor me | 

A wretched widow ? only C/cepatra. 

| Cleop. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 

If you have ſuffer'd, I have ſuffer'd more. 

You bear the ſpecious title of a wife, 

To gild your cauſe, and draw the pitying world 

To favour it: the world contemns poor me; 

For I have loſt my honour, loſt my fame, 

And ſtain'd the glory of my royal houſe, 

And all to bear the branded name of miſtreſs ! 

There wants but life, and that too I would loſe. 

For him I love. | 
Oda. Be't ſo then; take thy wiſh. ( Exit. 
Cleop. And 'tis my wilh, 

Now he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 

My ſight grows dim, and every object dances, 

And ot, before me, in the maze of death. 

My ſpirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up; 

They could not fink beneath a rival's ſcorn : 

But now ſhe's gone they faint. Alex, 
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Alex. Mine have had leiſure 
To recollect their ſtrength, and furniſh counſe}, 
To ruin her; who elſe muſt ruin you. 
Cleop. Vain promiſer ! 
Lead me, my Charmien ; nay your hand too, Jras : 
My grief has weight enough to ſink you both. 
Condutt me to ſome ſolitary chamber, 
And draw the curtams round ; 
Then leave me to my ſelf, to take alone 


My fill of grief : 


There I 'tiil death will his unkindneſs weep ; 
As harmleſs infants moan themſelves aſleep. [ Excunt, 


AC T*Iy. 


Enter Antony, and Dolabella, 


D.. would you ſhift it from your ſelf, on 
Can you not tell her you muſt part? (me? 


Arto. I cannot: 
could pull out an eye, and bid it go, 
And t'other ſhould not weep. Oh, Dolabella, 
How many deaths are in this word depart / 
I dare not truſt my tongue to tell her ſo : 
One look of hers would thaw me into tears, 
And I ſhould melt till 1 were loſt again. 
Dola. Then let Yentidius ; 
He's rough by nature. 
Anto. Oh, he'll ſpeak too harſhly : 
He'll kill her with the news: Thou, only thou. 
Dela. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a mould, 
That but to hear a ſtory feign'd for pleaſure 
Of ſome ſad lover's death, moiſtens my eyes, 
And robs me of my manhood I ſhould ſpeak 
So faintly ; with ſuch fear to grieve her heart, 
dhe'd not believe it earneſt. 
Anto. Therefore ; therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit : think thy ſelf me : 
And when thou ſpeak'ſt (but let it firſt be long) 
Take off the edge from every ſharper ſound, 
And let our parting be as gently made 
As other loves begin. Wilt thou do this? 


Dela. 


44 AL fer LOFE : Or, 
Dola. What you have ſaid, ſo ſinks into my ſoul, 
That, if I muſt ſpeak, I ſhall ſpeak juſt ſo. 


Anto. I leave you then to your ſad taſk : Farewel, 
I ſent her word to meet you. 


(Goes to the Door, and comes back, 


we od - on 


I forgot; 

Let her be told, I'll make her peace with mine: 
Her crown and dignity ſhall be preſerv'd, 

If I have pow'r with Cæſar. O, be ſure 
To think on that. | 

Dola. Fear not, I will remember. 

(Antony goes again ts the door, and comes bac! 

Auto. And tell her too, how much I was conſtrain d; 
I did not this, but with extremeſt force. 

Defire her not to hate my memory, 
For I ſtill cheriſh hers ; inſiſt on that. 

Dala. Trait me, I'Il not forget it. 

Auto. Then that's all. (Goes out, and returns again, 
Wilt thou forgive my fondneſs this once more ? 

Tell her, though we ſhall never meet again, 

If I ſhould hear ſhe took another love, 

The news would break my heart— Now I muſt go; 
For every time I have return'd, I feel 

My ſoul more tender; and my next command 
Would be to bid her ſtay, and ruin both. (Exit. 

Dola. Men are but children of a larger growth; 

Our appetites as apt to change as theirs, 
And full as craving too, and full as vain: 
And yet the ſoul, thut up in her dark room, 
Viewing ſo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing ; 
But, like a mole in earth, buſie and blind, 

Works all her folly up, and caſts it outward 
To the world's open view: Thus Idiſcover'd, 
And blam'd the love of ruin'd Antony; 
Yet wiſh that I were he, to be ſo ruin'd. 

Enter Ventidius above. 

Vent. Alone, and talking to himfelf? concern'd too? 
Perhaps my gueſs is right: he lov'd her once, 
And may purſue it ſtill, 

Dola. O Friendſhip! Friendſhip ! 

Ill canfl thou anſwer this, and reaſon, worſe: 
Unfaithful in th' attempt; hopeleſs to win; 
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And if I win, undone : Mere madneſs all, 
And yet th occaſion's fair. What injury 
To him, to wear the robe which he throws by ? 

Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I with, 
To ruin her yet more with Antony. | 
Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas ; Charmion and 

Iras on the other fide. 
Dots Ion ents" what charms hath ſorrow on that 
ace! 
Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much ſweetneſs ; 
Yet, now and then a melancholy ſmile 
Breaks looſe, like lightning in a winter's night, 
And ſhews a moment's day. 
Vent. If ſhe ſhould love him too! her eunuch there, 
That Porcpiſce bodes ill weather. 
Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet devil, that I may hear. 
{ Dolabella goes over to Charmion and Iras ; 
Seems to talk with them. 0 

Alex. Believe me; try | 
To make him jealous ; jealouſy is lik 
A glaſs held to the lips when life's in doubt : | 
If there be breath, twill catch the damp and ſhew it. 

Cl-op. I grant you jealouſy's a proof of love; 

But 'tis a weak and unavailing med'cine : 
It puts out the diſeaſe, and makes it ſhew, 
But has no pow'r to cure. 

Alex. "Tis your laſt remedy, and ſtrongeſt too. 
And then this Dolabella; who ſo fit 
To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for nature's bait 
To catch weak women's eyes. 

He ſtands already more than half ſuſpected 
Ot loving you: The leaſt kind word, or glance 
You give this youth, will kindle him with love : 
Then, like a burning veſſel ſet adrift, 
You'll fend him down amain before the wind, 
To fire the heart of jealous Antony. 

Cleop. Can I do this? ah no; my love's ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor ſhew it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A wife, a filly harmleſs houſhold dove, 


Fond 


"IE > 
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Fond without art, and kind without deceit ; 
But fortune, that has made a miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide world, unfurniſh'd 
Of falſhood to be happy. 
Alex. Force your ſelf. 
Th' event will be, your lover will return 
Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the good 
Which once he fear'd to loſe. 
Cliop. I muſt attempt it; 
But oh with what regret! 
(Exit Alex. She comes up to Dolabella, 
Vent. So now the ſcene draws near, they're in my 


reach, | 
Cleop. to Dola. ] Diſcourſing with my women! might 
Share in your entertainment? | (not I 


Char. You have been 
The ſubject of it, madam, 

Cleop. How, and how? | 

tras. Such praiſes of your beauty 

Cleop. Mere poetry 
Your Roman wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
Have taught you this from Citherit and Delia. 

| Dela. "Thoſe Roman wits have never been in Egypt; 

Citberis and Delia elſe had been unſung. 
I, who have ſeen had I been born a poet, 
Should chuſe a nobler name. 

Cleop. You flatter me. 
But tis your nation's vice: all of your country 
Are flatt'rers, and all falſe. Vour friend's like you, 
I'm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe words. 

Dola. No, madam ; yet he ſent me 

Cleop. Well, he ſent you 

Dola. Of a leſs pleaſing errand. 

Cleop. How leſs pleaſing ? 
Leſs to yourſelf, or me ? 

Dola. Madam, to both. 
For you mu | mourn, and I muſt grieve to cauſe it. 

Cleop. Vou, Charmion, and your fellow ſtand at diſtance. 

{ A/ide) Hold up, my ſpirits well, now your mournful 
For I'm prepar'd, perhaps can gueſs it too. (matter, 

Dola. I wiſh you would; for tis a thankleſs office 
To tell ill news; and I, of all your ſex, 


Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. Cleep. 


The WORLD well los. 


Chop. Of all your ſex, 
1 ſooneft could forgive you, if you ſhould. 
Vent, Moſt delicate advances ! woman ! woman ! 
Dear damn'd inconſtant ſex ! 
Cleop. In the firſt place, 
] am to be forſaken ; is't not ſo ? 
Dola. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that queſtion. 
9 Then paſs it o'er, becauſe it troubles you : 
I ſhould have been more griev'd another time. 
Next, I'm to loſe my kingdom—Farewel Egypt. 
Yet, is there any more ? 
Dola. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep ſenſe of grief has turn'd your reaſon. 
Cleop. No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear fortune; 
And love may be expell'd by other love, 
As poiſons are by poiſons, 
Dela.—You o'erjoy me, madam, 
To find your griefs fo moderately borne. 
You've heard the worſt : all are not falſe, like him. 
Cl:op. No, heav'n forbid they ſhould. 
Dola. Some men are conſtant. 
Jeep. And conſtancy deſerves reward, that's certain, 
Dola. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vent. T'll ſwear thou haſt my leave. I have enough: 
But how to manage this ! well, I'll conſider. 
Dala. I came prepar'd, 
To tell you heavy news ; News, which I thought 
Would fright the blood from your pale cheeks to hear ; 
But you have met it with a chearfulneſs 
That makes my taſk more eaſie: and my tongue, 
Which on another's meſſage was employ'd, 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
Cleop. Hold, Dolabella. 
Fut tell me, were you choſen by my lord? 
Ur ſought you this employment: 
Dola. He pickt me out; and as his boſom-friend 
He charg'd me with his words. 
Cleop. The meſſage then 
| know was tender, and each accent ſmooth, 
Jo mollifie that ragged word, Depart. 
Dola. Oh, you miſtake: he choſe the harſheſt words 
With fiery eyes, and with contracted brows, | 


He 
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48 ALL for LOVE: Or, 
He coin'd his face in the ſevereſt famp, 
And fury ſhook his fabrick like an earthquake : 
He heav'd for vent, and burſt like bellowing tra, 
In ſounds ſcarce human, Hence, away for ever: 
„Let her be gone, the blot of my renown, 
« And bane of all my hopes : 
« Let her be driv'n as far as men can think 
« From man's commerce : She'll poiſon to the center. 
All the time of this ſpeech, Cleop. ſeems more and mort 
concern d, till ſhe ſinks quite down. 
Cleop. Oh, Ican bear no more 
Dela. Help, help, oh wretch ! oh curſed curſed 
What have I done ? (wretch, 
Char. Help, chafe her temples, has. 
Trat. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heav'n be prais'd, 
She comes again. 
Cleop. Oh, let him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loath'd being, 
Th' abode of falſhood, violated vows, 
And injur'd love? For pity, let me go; 
For if there be a place of long repoſe, 
I'm ſure I want it. My diſdajnful lord U 
Can never break that quiet, nor awake 
The ſleeping ſoul, with hollowing inmy tomb I 
Such words as fright her hence, Unkind, unkind. 1 
Dola. kneeling.) Believe me, tis againſt my ſelf J 
That ſure deſerves belief; I injur'd him: (ſpeak ; 
My friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe words. Oh, had you {cen 
How often he came back, and every time 
With ſomething more obliging and more kind, 
To add to what he ſaid; what dear farewels ; 
How almoſt vanquiſh'd by his love he parted, 
And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: \ 
I, traitor as I was, for love of you, 
(But what can you not do, who made me falſe 
I forg'd that lie; for whoſe forgiveneſs kneels 4 
This ſelf- accus'd, ſelf-puniſh'd criminal. 
Cleop. With how much eaſe believe we what we Wl 
Riſe, Dolabella, if you have been guilty, (Wich! 
I have contributed; and too much love 
Has made me guilty too. 
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h advance of kindneſs which I made, was feign'd ! 
To call back fleeting love by jealouſy ; 
But twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe 
Than ſo ignobly trifle with his heart. 
Dela. I find your breaſt fenc'd round from human 
Tranſparent as.a rock of ſolid chryſtal : (reach, 
Seen ro”, but never pierc d. My friend, my friend! 
What endleſs treaſure haſt thou thrown away ? 
And ſcatter'd, like an infant, in the ocean, | 
Vain ſums of wealth, which none can gather thence ? 

Cleop. Could you not beg 
An hour's.admittance to his private ear ? 
Like one who wanders through Jong barren wilds, 
And yet foreknows no hoſpitable inn 
s near to ſuceour hunger; 
He eats his fill, before his painful march: 
So would I feed a while my famiſh'd eyes 
Before we part 3 for I have far to go, 
If death be far, and never muſt return. 

Ventidius, with Octavia behind, 

Vent. From hence you may diſcover. ——Oh, ſweet, 


{weet ! 
Would you indeed ? the pretty hand in earneſt ? 
Dolabella, taking 8 by the hand. 


I will, for this reward 
Tis all I er will beg. 
Vent. They turn upon us. 
Odtaw. What 0 has guilt ! 
Vent. Seem not to have obſerv'd em, and po on. 
They Enter. 
Dola. Saw you the emperor, Fentidius ? 
Vent. No, 
[ ſought him; but J heard that he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchus his freedman. 
Dela. Know you his bus'neſs? 
Vent. Giving him inſtructions, 
And letters to Fis brother Cæſar. 
Dela. Well. 


He muſt be found. (Exeunt Dola. and Cleop. 
OXav. Moſt glorious impudence /! | 
Vent. She is d methought 
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50 ALL for LOVE: Or, 
As ſhe would ſay, Take your old man, Octavia; 
Thank you, I'm better here—well, but what uſe 
Make we of this diſcovery ? 

Oda. Let it die. 

Vent. I pity Dolabella ; but ſhe's dangerous : 
Her eyes have pow'r beyond The//alian charms 
To draw the moon from heav'n : for eloquence, 
The ſea- green N taught her voice their flatt'ry ; 
And, while ſhe ſpeaks, night ſteals upon the day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear. Then ſhe's ſo charming, 
Age buds at fight of her, and ſwells to youth. 
The holy prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles; 
And with heav'd hands, forgetting gravity, 
They bleſs her wanton eyes. Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant joy behold ſuch beauty ; 
And, while — deſire it. Ant 
Muſt needs have ſome remains of paſſion ſtill, 
Which may ferment into a worſe relapſe, 
If now not fully cur d. I know, this minute, 


With Cz/ar he's endeavouring her peace. (poſe, 
Octav. You have prevail'd :—but for a farther pur- 
| (Walks of. 


I'll prove how he will reliſh this diſcovery. 
What, make a Strumpet's peace! it fell. my heart : 
It muſt _ ſha' — be. 

Vent. His guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 

Enter Antony. 

Anto. Octavia, I was looking you, my love; 
What, are your letters ready ? I have giv'n 
My laſt inſtructions. 

OXav. Mine, my lord, are written. 

Anto. Ventidius ! (Drawing him a/it, 

Vent. My lord? 

Anto. A word in private. 
When ſaw you Dolabella ? 

Vent. Now, my lord, 
He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him. 

nto. Speak ſoftly. "Twas by my command he went, 

To bear my laſt farewel. 

Vent. aloud.) It look'd indeed 
Like your farewel. | Ant, 
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Anto. More ſoftly My farewel ! 
What ſecret meaning have you in thoſe words 
Of my farewel ? he did it by my order. 
Vent. aloud. ) Then he obey'd your order. I ſuppoſe 
You bid him do it with all gentleneſs, 
All kindneſs, and all love. 
Ante. How ſhe mourn'd, 
The poor forſaken creature ! 
Vent. She took it as ſhe ought; ſhe bore your parting 
As ſhe did Cæſar's; as ſhe would another's, 
Were a new love to come. 
Anto. aloud.) Thou doſt belie her; 
Moſt baſely and maliciouſly belie her. 
Vent. I thaught not to diſpleaſe you; T have done. 


Octaw. coming up ) You ſeem diſturb!d, my lord. 
Anto, A very trifle. 


Retire, my love. 
Vent. It was indeed a trifle. 
He ſent (me ; 


Anto. angrily. ) No more. Look how thou difobey'ſt 
Thy life ſhall anſwer it, 


av. Then tis no trifle, (ſaw it 
Vent. to Oftav. ) "Tis leſs, a very nothing: you too 
As well as I, and therefore tis no ſecret. 
Anto. She ſaw it! 
Vent. Ves; ſhe ſaw young Dolabella 
Anto. Young Dolabella ! 
Vent. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think him. 
But what of that? he went by your command, 
Indeed tis probable, with ſome kind meſſage; 
7 For ſhe receiv'd it graciouſly; ſhe ſmil'd : 
And then he grew familiar with her hand, 
Squeez'd it, and wotry'd it with ravenous kifles: 
She bluſh'd, and figh'd, and ſmil'd, and bluſh'd again : 
At laſt ſhe took occaſion to talk ſoftly, 
And brought her cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his : 
ent, At which, he whiſper'd kiſſes back on hers ; 


And then ſhe, cry'd aloud, that conſtancy 
Should be rewarded. . 


into, Octav. This I faw and heard. 
C 2 Ai:to. 
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„„ 
ayful with my friend? not Cleopatra ? Ga 

ent. Ev'n ſhe, my lord. (as 

Anto. My Cleapatra ? © 

Vent. Your 
Dolabella's Cleopatra ; 

Every man's Cleopatra. 

Anto. Thou ly'ſt. 

Vent. I do not he, my lord. | 
Is this ſo ſtrange? ſhould miſtreſſes be left, 

And not provide againſt a time of change ? 
You know ſhe's not muck us'd ts lonely nights. 

Anto. I'll think no more on't. 

I know 'tis falſe, and fee the plot betwixt you. 

You needed not have gone this way, Odawia. 

What harms it you that Cleopatra's juſt ? 

She's mine no more. I ſee, and I forgive, 

Urge it no farther, love. | 
av. Are you concern'd 

That ſhe's found falſe ? 

Arto. I ſhould be, were it fo ; 

For, though tis paſt, I would not that the world 
Should tax my former choice: That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light note; but I forgive you both. | 

Vent. What has my age deſerv'd, that you ſhould 
I would abuſe your ears with perjury ? (thank 
If heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. | 

Anto. Though heav'n and earth 
Should witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted: 

Vent. I'll bring you then a witneſs 
From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay go not back, 

(Seeing Alexas juſt entering, and flarting back, 
For ſtay you muſt and ſhall. 

Alex. What means my lord ? ; 

Vent. To make you do what moſt you hate, ſpeak 
You are of Cleopatra's private council, (truth ; 
Of her bed-council, her laſcivious hours ; 

Are conſcious of each nightly change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Cha/deans do the moon; 
Can tell what ſigns ſhe paſſes through, what day. 

Alex. My noble | 5 
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Vent. My moſt e — a . 
No fine ſet ſpeech, no cadence, no periods, 

But a plain home-ſpun truth, is what I aſk. 

T1 did, my ſelf, o'et-hear your "_ make love 

To Dolabella ; ſpeak, for J will know, | 

By your confeſſion, What more paſt betwixt 'ern ; 
How near the bus neſs draws to your employment 

Anto. Speak truth, Alexas 5 whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Vertidins, care not: juſtifie 
Thy injur'd queen from malice : dare his worſt. 

O#ev. efidr.} See how he gives him courage f how 
To find her falſe ! and ſhuts his eyes to truth, (he fears 
Willing to be miſled ! . 

Alex. As faras love may plead for woman's frailty, 
Urg'd by deſert and greatneſs of the lover: 

90 far, Hine Octavia, may my queen 

Sand en excus d to you, for loving him, 
Who is your lord: ſo far, from brave Yentidius, 
May her paſt actions hope a fair report. 

Ante; "Tis well, and truly ſpoken : mark, Ventidius. 

Alex. To you, moiſt noble emperor, her ſtrong 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juſtify d. (paſſion 
Her beauty's charms alone, without her crown, 

From Inde and Meroe drew the diſtant vows 
Of ſightng kings ; and at her feet were laid 
The ſcepters of the earth, expos'd on heaps ; 
To choſe where ſhe would reign. 

She thought a Roman only could deſerve her ; 
Aud of al Romans only Antony: _ 

And, to be leſs than wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful paſſion. 

Auto. "Tis but truth. 

Alex. And yet, though love and your unmatch'd 
Have drawn her from the due regard of honour, (deſert 
At laſt, heav'n open'd her unwilling eyes 
To ſee the wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Ocaia, 

Whoſe * bed ſh' unlawfully uſurp'd. 

The ſad effects of this improſ war, 

Confirm'd thoſe pious thoughts. | 

Vent. aide. O, wheel you there? © 

40W ] C 3 Obſerve 
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Obſerve him now ; the man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial reaſon. Fear not, eunuch, 
The emperor has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 
Alex. Elfe had I never dar'd t' offend his ears, 
With what the laſt neceſſity has urg d, 
On my forſaken miſtreſs. Yet I muſt not 
Preſume to ſay her heart is wholly alter'd | 
Anto. No, dare not for thy life, I charge thee dar 
Pronounce that fatal word. (not 
Oav. afide. ) Mult I bear this? Good heav'n afford 
me patience. 
Vent. On, ſweet eunuch, my dear half man, proceed. 
Alex. Yet Dolabella | 
Has lov'd her long ; he, next my God-like lord, 
Deſerves her beſt; and ſhould ſhe meet his paſſion, 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lord (more: 
Anto. Hence, from my ſight ; for I can bear no 
Let furies drag thee a> 4 to hell ; each rorturing hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes, 
Then join thou too; and help to torture her. 
(Exit Alexas, thruft out by Antony. 
Octav. "Tis not well, SIN 
Indeed, my lord, tis much unkind to me, 
To ſhew this paſſion, this extreme concernment 
For an abandon'd, faithleſs Proſtitute. 
Anto. Octavia, leave me: I am much diſorder d. 
Leave me, I ſay. 
Octa. My lord? 
Anto. I bid you leave me. 
Vent. Obey him, madam : beſt withdraw a while, 
And ſee how this will work. | 
Oda. Wherein have I offended you, my lord, 
That I am bid to leave you? Am] falſe, 
Or infamous ? Am La Cleopatra ? 
Were ] ſhe, 
Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 
But hang upon my neck, take ſlight excules, 
And fawn upon my falſhood. 
Anto. Tis too much; | 
Too much, OZavia ; I am preſt with ſorrows 
Too heavy to be borne ; and you add more: 
2 f 
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I would retire, and recollect what's left | 
Of man within to aid me. . 

Oda. You would mourn | 
In private, for your loye, who has betray'd you. 

You did but half return to me: your kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my lord, 
You make conditions for her, 
And would include her treaty. Wond'rous proofs 
Of love to me 
Anto. Are you my friend, Ventidius ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
And let this fury looſe ? 
Vent. Oh, be advis'd, 
Sweet madam, retire. 
Oaaw. Yes, I will go; but never to return. 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this fury, 
My lord, my lord, love will not always laſt, 
When urg'd with long unkindneſs, and diſdain : 
Take her again whom you prefer to me; 
She hays but to be call'd, Poor cozen'd man 
Let a feign'd parting give her back your heart, 
Which a feign'd love got; for injur'd me, 
Tho' my juſt ſenſe of wrongs forbids my ſtay, 
My duty ſhall be yours. | 
To the dear pledges of our former love, 
My tenderneſs and care ſhall be transferr'd, 
And they ſhall cheer, by turns, my widow'd nights: 
So take my laſt farewel ; for I deſpair 
To have you whole; and ſcorn to take you half. [ Exit. 
Vent. I combat heav'n which blaſts my beſt deſigns : 
My laſt attempt muſt be to win her back; 
But oh I fear in vain. [ Exit. 
Anto. Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt heart, 

Which knows not to diſguiſe its grief and weakneſs ; 

But bears its workings outward to the world ? 

I ſhould have ur e mighty anguiſh in, 

And forc'd a ſmile at Cleopatra's falſhood, 

Octavia had believ'd it, and had ſtay d; 

But I am made a ſhallow-forded ftream, 

Seen to the bottom ; all my clearneſs ſcorn'd, 
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56 ALL fo LOVE: Or, 
And all my faults expos'd See where he comes, 
{Enter Dolabella 
Who has prophan'd the ſacred name of friend, 
And mow 2 * [ p 
With how ſecure a brow, and ſpecious fo 
He gilds the ſecret villain ! Sure that — 
Was meant for honeſty ; but heav'n miſmatch'd it, 
And furniſh'd reafon out with nature's pomp, 
To make its work more eaſie. 
Dola. O, my friend ! 
Anto. Well, Dolabella, you perform'd my meſlage! 
Dela. I did unwillingly. | 
wo 8 ? * 
as it ſo h or you to our parting ? 
You ſhould have i d it. 
Dola. Why? 
Anto. Becauſe you love me; 
And ſhe receiv'd my meſſage, with as true, 
With as unfeign'd, a ſorrow, as you brought it? 
Dola. She loves you, ev'n to madneſs. 
nta. Oh, I know it. 
You, Dolabella, do not better know 
How much ſhe truly loves me. And ſhould I 
Forſake this beauty? This all- perfect creature 
Dola. I could not, were ſhe mine. 
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Anto. And yet you firſt | x 
Perſuaded me: how come you alter'd ſince ? 
Dela. I faid at firſt I was not fit to go; G 


I could not hear her ſighs, and fee her tears, 
But pity muſt prevail: and ſo, perhaps, 
lt may again with you; for I have promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt farewel : and, 
She comes to claim my * — 5 
Enter patra. 

Anto. Falſe Dola bella. 

Dela. What's falſe, my lord? 

Auto. Why, Delabella's falſe, 
And Cleopatra's falſe; both falſe and faithleſs. | 
Draw near, you well-join'd wickedneſs, you ſerpent, | 
Whom I have, in my kindly boſom, warm'd, 
Till I am ſtung to death. ; 
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Dola. My lord, have I | | 
Deſerv'd to be thus us'd ? 
Cleop. Can heav'n prepare 
A newer torment? can it find a curſe 
Beyond our ſeparation ? 
Anto. Yes, if fate | 
Be juſt, much greater: heav'n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch crimes. The rowling ſtone, 
And gnawing vulture, were ſlight pains invented 
When Jowve was young, and no examples known 
Of mighty ills ; but you have ripen'd fin 
To ſuch a monſtrous growth, 'twill poſe the gods 
To find an equal torture. Two, two, ſuch ! 
Oh there's no farther name, two ſuch to me! 
To me, who lock'd my ſoul within your breaſts, 
Had no deſires, no joys, no life, but you. 
When half the globe was mine, I gave it you 
In dowry with my heart; 1 had no uſe, 
No fruit of all, but you: a friend and miſtreſs 
Was what the world could give. Oh, Cleopatra! 
Oh, Dolabella ! how could you betray 
This tender heart,. which with an infant fondneſs 
Lay lull'd betwixt your boſoms, and there ſlept, 
Secure of injur'd faith? 
Dela. If ſhe has wrong'd you, 
Heay'n, hell, and you revenge it. 
Anto. If ſhe wrong d me 
Thou wouldft evade thy part of guilt ; but ſwear 
Thou lov'ſ her not. 
Dola. Not ſo as I love you. (love her. 
Anto. Not ſo! ſwear, ſwear, I ſay, thou doſt not 
Dola, No more than friendſhip will allow. | 
Anto. No more? | 
Friendſhip allows thee nothing: thou art perjur'd— 
And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou lov dſt her not; 
ut not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling hypocrite, 
Who dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, 
Nor own to me thou doſt ! Ventidiu heard it: 
OAavia ſaw it. 
Cleop, They are enemies. 
e Auto. 
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Anto. Alexa is not ſo: he, he confeſt it. 
He who, next hell, beſt knew it, he avow'd it. 
(To Dol.) Why do I ſeek a proof beyond your ſelf > 
You, whom I ſent to bear my laſt farewel, 

Return'd to plead her ſtay. 

Dela. What ſhall I anſwer ? 

If to have lov'd be guilt, then I have ſinn'd:: 
Bat if to have repented of that love 

Can waſh away my crime, I have repented. 
Vet, if I have offended paſt forgiveneſs, 

Let not her ſuffer ; ſhe is innocent. 

Cleep. Ah, what will not a woman do who loves! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that heart 
Where all her joys are plac'd ! "Twas I encourag'd, 
"Twas I blew up that fire that ſcorch'd his ſoul, 

To make you jealous ; and by that regain you. 
But all in vain ; I cou'd not counterfeit : 
In ſpite of all the dams, my love broke o'er, 
And drown'd my heart again.: Fate took th' occaſion; 
And thus one minute's feigning has deſtroy'd 
My whole life's truth. 
Anto. Thin cobweb-arts of falſhood ; 
Seen, and broke through at firſt. 
Dela. Forgive your miſtreſs. 
| Cleop. Forgive your friend. 

Anto. You have convinc'd your ſelves, 

You plead each other's cauſe: what witneſs have you, 
Thatyou but meant to raiſe my jealouſie ? 

Cleop. Our ſelves, and heav'n. (friendſhip, 

Anto. Guilt witneſſes for guilt. Hence love and 
You haveno longer place in human breaſts, 
Theſe two have driv'n you out. Avoid my fight ; 
I would not kill the man whom I have lov'd ; 
And cannot hurt the woman ; but avoid me, 

I do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I ſtay one minute more to think 
How I am wrong'd, my juſtice and revenge 
Will cry ſo loud within me, that my pity 
Will not be heard for either. | 

Dola. Heav'n has but 
Our ſorrow for our fins, and then delights 
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To pardon erring man: ſweet mercy ſeems 
Its darling attribute, which limits juſtice ; 
As if there were degrees in infinite ; 
And infinite would rather want perfection 
Than puniſh to extent. | 
Anto. I can forgive | 
A foe ; but not a miſtreſs, and a friend : 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid ſhape, 
Where truſt is greateſt ; and the ſoul reſign'd 
Is ſtabb d by its own guards: I'll hear no more; 
Hence from my ſight for ever. 
Clrop. How ? for ever! 
I cannot 7 one moment from your ſight, 
And muſt I go for ever ? þ 
My joys, my enly joys are center'd here. 
What place have I to go to? my own kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you: or to the Romans: 
They hate me for your ſake : or muſt I wander 
The wide world o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd woman ? 
Baniſh'd for love of you ; baniſh'd from you ? 
ay, there's the baniſhment ! Oh hear me; hear me, 
ith ſtricteſt juſtice ; for I beg no favour : 
And if I have offended you, then kill me, 
But do not baniſh me. 
Anto. I muſt not hear you: 
I have a fool within me takes your part, 
But honour ſtops my ears. 
Cleop. For pity hear me ; 
Would you caſt off a ſlave who follow'd you, 
Who crouch'd beneath your ſpurn ?—he has no pity ! 
See, if he gives one tear to my departure, 
One look, one kind farewel : Oh iron heart ! 
Let all the gods look down, and judge betwixt us, 
If he did ever love ! 
Anto. No more, Alexas ! 
Dola. A perjur'd villain '! 
Anto. to Cleop.) Your Alexas ; yours. 
Cleop. O twas his plot: his ruinous deſign 
T' engage you in my love by jealouſy. 
Hear him ; confront him with me ; let him ſpeak. 
Ante. I have; I have, 
Clecp. 
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Cleop. And if he Clear me no 
Anto. Your creature! one who hangs upon your 

Watches your eye to x or to unſay (ſmiles, 

Whate'er you IJ am not to be mov'd,. 

Cleop. Then muſt we e ? farewel, my cruel lord, 
Th' appearance is againſt me; and I go 
Unjuſtify'd, for ever from your fight. 

How I have lov'd, you know ; how yet I love, 

My only comfort is, I know my ſelf: 

love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 

'Than when you lov'd me moſt : ſo well, ſo truly, 

III never ſtrive againſt it ; but die pleas'd 

To think * once were mine. 

Anto. heav'n, they weep at parting. 

Muſt I weep too? That calls hor nl pg 

I muſt not weep ; and yet I muſt, to think 

That I muſt not forgive 

Live ; but live wretched : tis but juſt you ſhou'd, 

Who made me ſo: Live from each other's fight : 

Let me not hear you meet-: Set all the earth, 

And all the ſeas betwixt your ſunder'd loves: 

View nothing common but the ſun and fkies. 

Now, all take ſeveral ways; 

And each your own ſad fate with mine deplore ; 

That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more. 

| |  (Exeunt ſeveral, 
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Char. DE jufter, heav'n : ſuch virtue puniſh'd thus, 
| B ill make us think that chance rules all 

And ſhuffles, with a random hand, the lots (above, 

Which man is forc'd to draw. : | 
Cleop. I could tear out theſe eyes, that gain'd hi 

And had not power to keep it. O the curſe (heart, 

Of doting on, ev'n when I find it dotage ! 

Bear Witneſs, gods, you heard him bid me go; 


You whom he mock'd with imprecating vows al 
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Of promis d faith——TM die, I will not bear it. 
[She pulli out her dagger, and they hold her, 
You may hold me 
But I can keep my breath ; I can die inward, 
And choak this love. 
Enter Alexas, 
Trat. Help, O AMlexas, help! 
The queen grows deſperate, her ſoul ſtruggles in her, 
With all the agonies of love and rage, | 
And ſtrives to force its paſſage, 
Cleop. Let me go. 
Art thou there, traitor |\————O, 
O, for a little breath to vent my rage 
Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 
Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my ill-tim'd truth, 
Was it for me to pro 
The ruins of a falling _— ? 
To place my ſelf beneath the mighty flaw, 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and pounded into atoms, 
By its o'erwhelming weight? Tis too preſuming 
For ſubjects, to preſerve that wilful pow'r 
Which courts its own deſtruction. 
Cleop. I wou'd reaſon 
More calmly with you. Did not you o'er-rule, 
And force my plain, direct, and open love 
Into theſe crooked paths of jealouſy ? 
Now, what's th' event? O&awia is remov'd ; 
But «= vents baniſh'd. Thou, thou, villain, 
Haſt puſh'd my boat to open ſea ; to prove, 
At my fad colt, if thou can'ſt fteer it back. 
It cannot be; I'm loſt too far; I'mruin'd ; 
Hence, thou impoſtor, traitor, monſter devi 
Icanno more: thou and my griefs have ſunk 
Me down ſo low, that I want voice to curſe thee. 
Alex. Suppoſe ſome ſhipwreck'd ſeaman near the 
Drooping and faint, with climbing up the cliff, (ſhore, 
If, from above, ſome charitable han 
Pull him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf 
To draw the other's weight ; wou'd he look back 
And curſe him for his pains ; the caſe is yours: 
But one ſtep more, ol you have gain'd the _ 
cop. 
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Cleop. Sunk, never more to riſe. 
Alex. Octavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, madam, Antony is yours. 
His heart was never loſt ; but off 
To jealouſie, love's laſt retreat and covert: 
Where it lies hid in ſhades, watchful in ſilence, 
And liſt' ning for the ſound that calls it back. 
Some other, any man, ('tis ſo advanc'd) 
May perfect this unfiniſh'd work, which I 
(Unhappy only to my ſelf) have left 
So eaſie to his hand. 
Cleop. Look well thou do't ; elſe 
Alex. Elſe, what your ſilence threatens Antony 
Is mounted up the Phuros ; from whoſe turret, 
He ſtands ſurveying our Ægyptian gallies, 
Engag d with Cæſar's fleet. Now death or conqueſt, 
If the firſt happen, fate acquits my promiſe : 
If we o'ercome, the conqueror is yours. 
A diftant ſhout within. 
Char. Have comfort,, madam : did you mark that 
ſhout ? 
Second ſhout nearer. 
Tras. Hark; they redouble it. 
Alex. "Tis from the port. 
The loudneſs ſhews it near: good news kind heavens. 
Cleop. Ofiris make it ſo. 
Y Enter Serapion. 
Serap. Where, where's the queen ? 
Alex. How frightfully the holy coward ſtares: 
As if not yet recover'd of th aſſault, 
When all his gods, and, what's more dear to him, 
His offerings were at ſtake. 
Serap. O horror, horror ! 
Egypt has been: our lateſt hour is come: 
The queen of nations, from her ancient ſeat, 
Is ſunk for ever in the dark abyſs : 
Time has unrowl'd her glories to the laſt, 
And now clos'd up the volume. 
| Cleop. Be more plain: 
| Say, whence thou com'ſt ; though fate is in thy face, 
Which from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out, 1 
n 
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And threatens e er thou ſpeak'ſt. | 

Serap. I come from Pharos; 
From ares (ſpare me, and imagine it) 
Our land's laſt hope, your navy 

Cleop. Vanquiſh'd ? 

Serap. 8 6 
They fought not. 

Cleep. Fhen they fled. 

Serap. Nor that. I ſaw, 
With Antony, your well-appointed fleet 
Row out ; and thrice he wav'd his hand on high, 
And thrice with cheerful cries they ſhouted back. 
'Twas then, falſe fortune, like a ſawning ſtrumpet, 
About to leave the bankrupt prodigel, 

Wich a diſſembling ſmile would kiſs at parting, 
And flatter to the laſt. The well-tim'd oars 
Now dipt from every bank, now ſmoothly run 
To meet the foe; and ſoon indeed they met ; 
But not as foes. In few, we ſaw their caps 
On either fide thrown up; th' /Zgyptian gallies, 
Receiv d like friends, paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman rear : and now they all come forward, 
And ride within the port. 

Cleop. Enough, Serapion : 
I've heard my — This needed not, you gods: 
When I loſt Antony, your work was done; 
Tis but ſuperfluous malice. Where's my lord? 
How bears he this laſt blow ? 

Serap, His fury cannot be expreſs'd by words : 
Thrice he attempted beadlong to have fall'n 
Full on his foes, and aim'd at Cæſar's galley. 
With-held, he raves on you ; cries, he's betray'd ! 
Should he not find you. 

Alex. Shun him, ſeek your ſafety, 
"Till you can clear your Innocence. 

Cleop. I'll ftay. 


Alex. You muſt not ; haſte you to your monument, 


While I make ſpeed to Cæſur. 
Cleop. Ceſar ! No, 
I have no buſineſs with him. 


Alex. 
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Alex. I can work him, * 
To ſpare your life, and let this madman : 
Cle. Baſe ing wretch! would'ſt thou betray him 
Hence 4 I will not hear a traitor: (too 
"Twas thy defign brought all this ruin on us, 
Serapion, thou art honeſt ; counſel me: 
But each moment's precious. 
Serap. Retire ; you muſt not yet ſee Arrony. 
He who began this miſchief, 
_ *Tis juſt he tempt the danger: let him clear you 
And, fince he offer d you his ſervile tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious life from Cz/ar ; 
Let him expoſe that fawning eloquence, 
And ſpeak to Antony. '' + 
Alex, O heab'ns! I dare not; 
I meet my certain death. 
Cleop. Slave, thou deſery'ſt it. 
Not that I fear my lord, will I avoid him; 
I know him noble : when he baniſh'd me, 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to-take my life : 
But I'll be juſtify'd,. and then die with him. 
Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you. (canſt, 
Cleop. To death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou 
Now tor thy life, which baſely thou would'ſt fave, 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapicr. 
Exeunt Cleop. Serap. Char. Iras. 
Alex. O that I leſs could fear to loſe this being, 
Which, like a ſnow- ball, in my coward hand, 
The more *tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 
Poor reaſon !] what a wretched aid art thou? 
For ſtill in ſpight of thee, 
Theſe two long lovers, ſoul and body, dread. 
Their final ſeparation. Let me think: 
What can I ſay to ſave my ſelf from death? 
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. 
Anto. within.) Which way ? where ? 
"Vent. within.) This leads to the monument. 
Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar'd : 
My gift of lying's yours 
And this court-devil,. which I ſo oft have rais'd, 


Forſakes 
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Forſakes me at my need. I dare not ſtay; | 
Yet cannot far go hence. (Exit. 
Enter Antony and Ventidius. 
Anto. O happy C#far ! thou haſt men to lead: 
Think not, tis thou haſt conquer d Antony, 
But Rome has conquer d Egypt. I'm betray d. 
Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous train 
Their ſoil and heav 'n infect em all with baſeneſs: 
And their young ſouls come tainted to the world 
With the firſt breath they draw. 
Anto. Thi original villain ſure no god created; 
He was a Latin of the Sun, by Nile, 
Ap'd into man ; with all his mother's mud 
Cruſted about his ſoul, 
Veat. The nation is 
One univerſal traitor ; and their queen 
The very ſpirit and extract of em all. 
Auto Is there yet left 
A poſſibility of aid from valour? 
Ie there eno god unſwern tv my deſtruction ?: 
The leaſt unmortgag'd hope? for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the fate 
Of fach a boy as Cz/ar. 
| The world's one half is yet in Antony: 
| And, from each limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The ſoul comes back to me. 
Vent. There yet remain 
| Three legions in the town. The laft aſſault 
Lopt off the reſt : If death be your deſign, 
(As I muſt wiſh it now) theſe are ſufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead foes, 
An honeſt pile for burial. 
Anto. They're enough. 
We'll not divide our ftars ; but fide by fide 
Fight emulous: And with malicious eyes 
Survey each other's acts: So every death 
Thou hr, I'll take on me, as a juſt debt, 
And pay thee back a ſoul. 
Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I love you. Not a word 
Of chiding more. By my few hours of life, 
lam ſo pleas'd with this brave Roman fate, 


That 
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That I would not be Cæſar, to out-live you. 
When we put off this fleſh, and mount together, 
I ſhall be ſhewn to all th' ethereal crowd: 
Lo, this is he whody'd with Antony. 
Auto. Who knows but we may pierce through al 
their troops, 
And reach my veterans yet? tis worth th' attempting, 
T' o'er-leap this gulph of fate, 
And leave our wand'ring deſtinies behind. 
Enter Alexas, trembling. 
Vent. See, ſee that villain ; 
See Cleopatra ſtampt upon that face, 
With all her cunning, all her arts of falſhood ! 
How he looks out through thoſe diſſembling eyes ! 
See how he ſets his count'nance for deceit ; 
And promiſes a Lie, before he ſpeaks. 
Let me diſpatch him firſt. 
, ( Drawing, 

Alex. O f. me. 

Auto. Holl, he's woe —_ your killing On thy life 
(Which thou may'ſt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 
No ſyllable to juſtify thy queen; 

Save thy baſe tongue its office. 

Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 

Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 
By love, or you. 

Anto. Fled to her Dolabella / 

Die, traitor, I revoke my promiſe, die. 


Going to kill hin, 

Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled. 

Anto. She is. My eyes 
Are open to her falſhood ; my whole life 
Has been a golden dream of love and friendſhip. 
But, now I wake, I'm like a merchant, rous'd 
From ſoft repoſe, to ſee his veſſel ſinking, 
And all his wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful woman! 
Who follow'd me, but as the ſwallow ſummer, 
Hatching her young ones in my kindly beams, 
Singing her flatt'ries to my morning wake; 
But, now my winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her wings 
And ſeeks the ſpring of Cz/ar. hs 
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Alex; Think not ſo: | 
Her fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours. 
Had ſhe betray'd her naval force to Rome, 
How eaſily might ſhe have gone to Cæſar, 
Secure by ſuch a bribe? 

Vent, She ſent it firſt, 
To be more welcome after. 

Arto. "Tis too plain; 

Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear herſelf, 

Alex. Too fatally ſhe has; ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by you; but ſhut herſelf 
Within her monument: Look'd down, and ſigh'd; 
While, from her unchang'd face, the filent tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their parting ; 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd words ſhe inly murmur'd ; 

At laſt, ſhe rais'd her eyes; and, with ſuch looks 
As dying Lucrece caſt | 

Anto. My heart forebodes. 

Vent. All for the beft : go on. 

Alex. She ſnatch'd her poniard, 

And, e'er we could prevent the fatal blow, 

Plung'd it within her breaſt : 'Then turn'd to 

Go, bear my lord, ſaid ſhe, my laſt farewel, 

And aſk him if he yet ſuſpect my faith. 

More ſhe was ſaying, but death ruſh'd betwixt. _ 
She half pronounc'd your name with her laſt breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 

Vent. Heav'n be prais'd. 

Anto. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear love? 
And art thou dead? 

O thoſe two words, their ſound ſhould be divided. 
Hadſt thou been falſe, and dy'd ; or bad thou liv'd, 
And hadſt been true—But innocence and death! 
This ſhows not well above. Then what am I? 
The murderer of this truth ; this innocence ! | 
Thoughts cannot form themſelves in words ſo horrid 
As can expreſs my guilt ! 

Vent. Is't come to this? the gods have been too 

. gracious 

And thus you thank 'em fort. 
ur Auto. to Alex.) Why ſtay'ſt thou here? . 
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Is it for thee to ſpy upon my foul, 
And ſee its inward mourning ? Get thee hence ; 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman emperor to rm. 
Alex. afide.) He loves her ſtill : 
His grief betrays it. Good! the joy to find 
She's yet alive, compleats the reconcilement. 
I've fav'd my ſelf, and her. But oh! the Roman:“ 
Fate comes too faſt upon my wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double. 
Exit 
Vent. Would ſhe had dy d a little ſooner 8 
Before Octavia went; you might have treated: 
Now 'twill look tame, and will not be receiv'd, 
Come rouze yourſelf, and let's die warm together, 
Arto. I will not fight: There's no more work for 
The bus'neſs of my angry hours is done. (war, 
Vent. Cæſar is at your gates. 
Auto. Why, let him enter; 


He's welcome now. 
Vous Whas kthayy has crept into your ſoul ? 


Anto. "Tis but a ſcorn of life, and juſt deſire 
To free oy lf from bondage. | 

Vent. it bravely. | 

Ante. I will; but not by fighting. O Yentidiu; ! 
What ſhould I fight for now? my queen is dead. 
I was but great for her; my pow'r, my empire, 
Were but my merchandiſe to buy her love: 
And conquer'd kings, my factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Cæſar take the world. 
An empty circle, ſince the jewel's gone 
Which made it worth my ſtrife : my being's nauſeous; 
For all the bribes of life are gone away. 

Vent. Would you be taken? 

Anto. Ves, I would be taken; 
But, as a Reman ought, dead, my Ventidius; 
For I'll convey my foul from Cz/ar's reach, 
And lay down life my ſelf. Tis time the world 
Should have a lord, and know whom to obey. 


We two have kept its hor le, 
And beat tha gidbacas each fide we trod, T 


ul 
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"Till it was dinted inwards : Let him walk 
Alone upon't ; I'm weary of my part. 
My torch ãs out and the world ſtands before me 
Like a black deſart, at th approach of night: 
Ill lay me down, and ſtray no farther on. 
Vent. I could be gri 9 
But that LU not out-live you. Chuſe your death; 
For, I have ſeen him in various ſhapes, | 
I cate not which I take: Pm only wonbled, 
The life I bear is worn to ſuch a rag, 
Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better grace; 
That, like two lions taken in the toils, 
We might at laſt thruſt out our paws, and wound 
The hunters that incloſe us. 
Anto. I have thought on't. 
| Yentidins, you muſt live. 
Vent. I muſt not, fir, | 
Anto. Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome good of me? 
Jo ſtand by my fair fame and guard th' approaches 
From the ill tongues of men? | 
Vent. Who ſhall guard mine, F 
For living after you ? 
Aate, Say, I command it. 
Vent. If we die well, our deaths will ſpeak them- 
And need no hving witneſs. (ſelves, 
Auto. Thou lov'd me, | 
And fain I would reward thee: I muſt die; 
| Kill me, and take the merit of my death _ 
To make thee friends with Car. 
Vent. I thank your kindneſs. _ 
You faid I lov'd you; and'in recompence, 
| You bid me turn a traitor : Did I think 
You would have us'd me thus ? That I ſhould die 
With a hard thought of you ? 
Anta. Forgive me, Roman. 
Since J have heard of Cleopatra's death, 
My reaſon bears no rule upon my tongue, 
But lets my thoughts break all at random out. 
I've better thought; do not deny me twice. 
ent. By heav'n, I will not: ä 


Let 
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Let it not be t out-live you. 
Anto. Kill me firſt, 


And then die thou ; for tis but juſt thou ſerve 
Thy friend before thy ſelf. 
Vent. Give me your hand. 


We ſoon ſhall meet again. Now, farewel, emperor. 


. ( Embract, 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my laſt: 


Since death ſweeps all diſtinctions, fare wel, friend, 
That's all 


1 will not make a bus'neſs of a trifle : 


And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you ; 
Pray turn your face. 


Anto. I do: Strike home, and ſure, 
Vent. Home as my ſword will reach. 


(Kill, binſelf 
Auto. O thou miſtak'>t ; 
That wound was none of thine, give it me back; 
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Thou robb'ſ me of my death. 
Feat. I do indeed; 
But, think tis the firſt os. . e'er deceiv'd ws ; 
If that may plead my And you 
Forgive me, if you will "hs I die _ 
Rather than kill my friend. ( Dies, 


Anto. Farewel. Ever my leader, ev'n in death 
My queen and thou have got the ſtart of me, 
And I'm the lag of honour.— Gone ſo ſoon ? 
Is death no more? He us'd him careleſly, 
With a familiar kindneſs, e'er he knock'd, 
Ran to the door, and took him in his arms, 
As who ſhould fay, y'are welcome at all hours, 
A friend need give no warning: books had ſpoil'd 
For all the learn d are cowards by profeſſion. him; 
"Tis not worth 
My farther thought : for death, for ought I know, 
Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy d. 

( Falls on his favord. 

Pve miſs'd my heart, O unperforming hand ! 
Thou never cou'dſt have err'd in a worſe time. 
1 Sqpoms jades me to the laſt ; and death, 

ike a great man, takes late, and makes me wa't 


For 
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For my admittance——— 
(Trampling within, 
Some perhaps from Czfar : 
If he fowd find me living, and ſuſpect 
That I play'd booty with my life. I'll mend 
My work, e er they can reach me. | 
( Riſes upen his knees; 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras. 
C!:2p. Where is my lord? where is he? 
Char, There helies, 
And dead Yentidius by him. 
Cleop. My fears were — Jam come too late. 
O that accurs'd Alexa, 
( Runs to him. 


Ante. Art thou living ? 
Or am I.dead before I knew ? and thou 
The firſt kind ghoſt that meets me ? 
Cleop. Help me ſeat him. 
Send quickly, ſend for help. 


{They place him in a chair. 
Arto. I am anſwer'd. 


We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra: 
I'll make the moſt I can of life, to ſtay 
A moment more with thee. 
Cleop. How is it with you? 
Anto. Tis as with a man 
Removing in a hurry ; all pack'd up, 
But one dear jewel that his haſte forgot; 
And he, for that returns upon the ſpur : 
So I come back for thee. | 
Cleop. Too long, you heav'ns, you have been crue} 
to me : 
Now ſhew your mended faith, and give me back 
His fleeting life. 
Anto. It will not be, my love. 
I keep my ſoul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe. 
Cleop. "Tis now too late 
To ſay I'm true; I'll prove it and die with you. 
Unknown to me, Alexas feign'd my death : 
Which when I knew, I haſted to prevent 8 
t 
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This fatal conſequence. My fleet betray'd 
Both you and me. 
Anto. And Dolabella—— me 


Cleop. Scarce eſteem'd before he lov'd ; but hated now. 


Anto. Enough ; my life's not long enough for more, Sha 
Thou fay'ſt thou wilt came after: I believe thee ; Fo 
For I can now believe whate'er thou ſay'ſt, | 
That we 142 more kindly. | 

Cleop. I will come: 


Doubt not, my life, I'll come, and quickly too. X 
Cz/ar ſhall triumph o'er no part of thee. 
Auto. But grieve not, while thou ſtay'ſt, 
My laſt diſaſtrous times: | 
Think we have had a clear and glorious day: 
And heav'n did kindly to delay the ſtorm 
Juſt till our cloſe of ev ning. Ten years love: 
And not a moment loft, but all improv'd 
To th utmoſt joys : what ages have we liv'd? 
And now to die each other's, and, ſo dying, 
While hand in hand we walk in groves below, 
Whole troops of lovers ghoſts ſhall walk about us, 
And all the train be ours. 
Cleep. Your words are like the notes of dying ſwans, 
Too ſweet to laſt, Were there ſo many hours 
For your unkindneſs, and not one for love? 
Anto. No, not a minute,—Þe This one kiſs—more 
worth 
Than all I leave to Cz/ar. 


Cleop. O, tell me ſo again; 
And take ten thouſand kiſſes for that word. 
My lord, my lord: Speak, if you yet have being ; 
Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak ; or caſt 
One look : do any thing that ſhows you live. 

Iras. He's gone too far, to hear you; 
And this you ſee a lump of ſenſeleſs clay, 
The leavings of a ſoul. | 
ha Remember, madam, 

charg'd, you not to grieve. 

Cleop. And I'll — oP 

I have not lov'd a Roman, not to know 


(Diet. 


What 
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What ſhould become his wife; his wife, my Charmizn ; 
For 'tis to that high title I aſpire ; 

And now Tll not die leſs. Let dull OS 

Survive to mourn him dead : My nobler fate 

Shall knit our ſpouſals with a tie too ſtrong 

For Roman laws to break. 

rat. Will you then die? 

Cleap. Why ſnhou'dſt thou make that queſtion ? 

Trat. Cz/ar's moſt merciful. 

_Cleop. Let him be fo 
To thoſe that want his mercy. My poor lord 
Made no ſuch cov'nant with him, to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to Cz/ar's pride! 
| What, to be led in triumph through the ſtreets, 
A ſpectacle to baſe Plibeian eyes; 
| While ſome dejected friend of Antony's, 
Cloſe in a corner, ſhakes his head, and mutters 
A ſecret curſe on her who ruin'd him? 
III none of that. 

Char. Whatever you reſolve, 
| I'll follow ev'n to death. 

lras. I only fear'd 
For you ; but more ſhou'd fear to live without you, 

Cleop. Why, now, tis as it ſhou'd be, quick, my 
Diſpatch; e'er this the town's in Cz/a-”s hands: (friends, 
My lord looks down concern'd and fears my tay, 
| Leſt I ſhould be ſurpriz'd : 

Keep him not waiting for his love too long. 

You, Charmion, bring my crown and richeit Jewels, 
With 'em, the wreath of victory I made 

Vain augury ! ] for him who now lies dead; 

You, Iras, bring the cure of all our ills. 

ras. The aſpics, madam ? 

Cleep. Muſt I bid you twice? (Ex. Char. and Iras. 
Tis ſweet to die, when they wou'd force life on me, 
Toruſh into the dark abode of death, 

And feize him firſt ; if he be like my love, 
He is not frightful ſure. 
We're now alone in ſecreſie, and ſilence, 
And is not this like lovers? I may kiſs 
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Theſe pale, cold lips: Octavia does not ſee me, 

And, oh! 'tis better far to have him thus, 

Than ſee him in her arms. O welcome, welcome. 
Enter Charmion, Irus. 

Char. What muſt be done ? 

Cleop. Short ceremony, friends: 

But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this laurel 
Shall crown my hero's head: he fell not baſely, 
Nor left his ſhield behind him. Only thou 
Cou'dit triumph o'er thy ſelf; and thou alone 
Wert worthy fo to triumph. 

Char. To what end 
Theſe enſigns of your pomp and royalty ? 

Cleop. Dull, that thou art! why, 'tis to meet my 
As when I ſaw him firſt, on Cyaos bank, (love; 
All ſparkling like a goddeſs, fo adorn'd, 

I'll find him once again. My fecond ſpouſals 
Shall match my firſt in glory. Haſte, haſte, both, 
And dreſs the bride of Antony. 

Char. "Tis done. | 

Cleop. Now ſeat me by my lord. I claim this place, 
For I muſt conquer Cz/ar too, like him, 

And win my'ſhare o'th' world. Hail, you dear relicks 
Of my immortal love. 
O let no impious hand remove you hence; 
But reſt for ever here: let gypt give 
His death that peace, which it deny d his life. 
Reach me the caſket. 
Las. Underneath the fruit the aſpic lies. 
Cleop. putting afide the leaves.) Welcome, thou 
kind deceiver ! 
'Fhou beſt of thieves, who with an eaſy key 
Doſt open life, and unperceiv'd by us, 
Ev'n ſteal us from our — diſcharging ſo 
Death's dreadful office better than himſelf; 
'Fouching our limbs fo gently into ſlumber, 
That death ſtands by, deceiv'd by his own image, 
And thinks himſelf but ſleep. = 

Serap. within. J The queen, where 1s ſhe ? 

The town is yielded, Cæſur's at the gates. (death. 

Cleop. He comes too late t' invade the righ f Ra 

aſte, 
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Haſte, bare my atm, and ronze the ſerpent's fury. 
( Holds out her arm and draws it back. 
Coward fleſ 
Wouldſt thou conſpire with Cæſur, to betray me, 
As thou wert none of mine? I'Il force thee to't, 
And not be ſent by him, 
But bring my ſelf, my ſoul to Antony. 
(Turns afide, and then fhews her arm bloody, 
Take hence ; the work 1s done. 
Serap. within.) Break ope' the door, 
And guard the traytor well. 
Char. The next is ours. 
Iras. Now, Charmion, to be worthy 
Of our great queen and miſtreſs. 
(T hey apply the Aſpics, 
Cleep. Already, death, I feel thee in my veins ; 
I go with ſuch a will to find my lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. 
A heavy numbneſs creeps through every limb, 
And now tis at my head: My eye-lus fall, 
And my dear love is vaniſh'd in a miſt, 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay me on his breaſt Cz/ar, thy worlt ; 
Now part us, if thou canſt. ( Dies. 
| (Iras inks down at her fret, and dies; 
Charmion fands behind her chair, as dreſſing her head. 
Enter Serapion, two Prieſts, Alexas bound, Agyptians. 
2 Prieſts. Behold, Serapion, what havock death has 
| made 
Serap. Twas what I fear'd. 
Charmion, is this well done ? | 
Char. Yes tis well done, and like a queen; the laſt 
Of her great Race : I follow her. | 
(Sinks down and dies. 


Alex. "Tis true, 
She has done well : much better thus to die, 
Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Sefap. See how the lovers ſit in ſtate together, 
As they were giving laws to half mankind. 
Ti impreſſion of a ſmile left in her face, 
dhews ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe In. 
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76 ALL for LOVE: Or, &c. 
And went to charm him in another world. 
Cz/ar's juſt ent'ring, grief has now no leiſure, 
Secure that villain, as our pledge of ſafety, 
To grace th' imperial triumph, Sleep, bleſt pair, 
Secure from human chance, long ages out, 
While all the ſtorms of fate fly o'er. your tomb ; 
And fame to late poſterity ſhall tell, 
No lovers liv'd ſo great, nor dy'd ſo well, 
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